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PREVIOUS REFLECTION. 


LOOK upon a Preface as I would 
upon an ill-tempered porter: a 
fellow of this deſcription will arreſt 
you, an hour, at the gate of Mirth and 
Feſtivity, and force you at laſt to un- 
dergo a daring contribution, ere you 
can be admitted to partake of the plea- 
ſures going forward within. 

After a reflection of this nature, I 
am corifident that there is not one of 
my fair country-women who will not 
_ with me, that there ſhould be no 
A inſolent 
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vi A PREVIOUS REFLECTION. 
inſolent porter in the ſhape of a Pre- 


face, darkening the door of our Little 


Pickle, and delaying that entertain- 
ment, in which every joyful heart 
in the three” kingdoms has an imme- 


diate right to participate. Let them 


paſs on, therefore, and enjoy the 
company of our young heroine at 
Once. | 


THE 


LITTLE PICKLE. 
— 
C HAP. I. 


SKETCH OF A CURIOUS CHARACTER. 


R. Jonas Junkett was an old gentle- 

man, who, at the time to which my 
narrative relates, was ſomewhere about ſe- 
venty- ſix years of age. He lived in York- 
ſhire, and was lord of as many eſtates as there 
were hairs on his head; that is, he was in 
poſſeſſion of a round dozen or ſo of both. 
A 2 The 
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The whole of his purſuit through life had 


been the elbowing out of every freeholder who 
had the good or ill luck of being ſeated near 


the boundaries of his domains; for, if a man 
Dad but a little ſpirit, it was always an eaſy 


matter to hector Mr. Jonas Junkett (being 


of a moſt timorous diſpoſition) into a very 
favourable bargain: but if at any time Mr. 
Junkett met with a man who diſplayed ſome 


. . ſmall figns of civility or ſubmiſſion, then was 


he ſure, one way or other, to have the bar- 
gain on his fide; and all this was leſs owing 
to a bad heart than to a timid one. 

As this propenſity had the opportunity 
of being gratified at a very early period of 
his life, my readers may eaſily conceive 
that, as. two conſequences, he muſt have 
been immenſely rich, and amazingly igno- 
rant. Ignorance begets doubt, doubt begets 
fear, fear begets reſtlefineſs; and hence 
flowed a peculiarity of character, which, 


his eſtates alone excepted, rendered him 
almoſt 


TS 
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almoſt incapable of giving any kind of at- 


tention to the other purpoſes of life. It is by 


this laſt part of his character that Mr, Jonas 


Junkett claims a right to make his appear- 
ance in my firſt chapter, as the expedition of 
my heroine is very materially connected 
with it. 


A 3 CHAP, 
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CHAP. I. 


HOW ME. JUNKETT BECOMES THE GUARDIAN 
OF LITTLE PICKLE, | | 


— 


\NE of thoſe fortunate freeholders, 
whom I have above hinted at, and who, 
during his life-time, had got the blind ſide of 
old Jonas, ſo as to amaſs a very large fortune 
by bis means, died a widower. This gentle- 
man, whoſe blood was the oldeſt, and per- 


. haps the wealthieſt in all Yorkſhire, had 


by a very beautiful wife an only daughter, 
whoſe birth occaſioned the death of the for- 
mer. The child, who was chriſtened Wini- 
fred, was bred up under her father's cye, 
with no deſign in the world, on his fide, but 
that of training her up as his little houſe- 
keeper, and allowing her to pick up what 
knowledge ſhe could from his converſation, 
and that of the noiſy ſportſmen, by whom 
his houſe and table were perpetually infeſted. 

| The 
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The child was naturally of a very mercurial 
caſt, and (excepting one amiable woman, to 
whom her dying mother intruſted the babe) 
not being accuſtomed to the company of any 
other of her own ſex, but her father's maid- 
ſervants, I leave my young reader to think 
what effect this muſt have had on her native 
diſpoſition. 
Dick Pickle, for her father was known by 
no other name, had in his laſt illneſs the 
good ſenſe to foreſee what ſnares the great 
fortune he was leaving his Winny would ex- 
poſe her to after his death; and therefore, as 
he had not a foul in the world, but men, to 
whom he could recommend her, he ſoon de- 
termined and fixed on old Jonas for her guar - 
dian. He had two reaſons for ſo doing; the 
firſt was, that Jonas was the moſt advanced 
in life of any of his acquaintance; and the ſe- 
. cond, that his riches were enormous, and 
would probably deſcend to a youth, then 
abroad; and it was not unlikely but that this 
5 A 4 youth, 
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youth, who was Junkett's nephew, might, 
on his return to his own country, for reaſons 


_ of contiguity of eſtates, ſtrike a bargain with 
his little Winny. 


Old Jonas very readily undertook the guar- | 
danſbip of the child, as there was a guardian 
ſhip of money and eſtates blended with it: and 
the funeral of the departed ſportſman being 
duly performed, poor Little Pickle, having 
but lately entered her teens, was preparing un- 
der the hands of the valuable Mrs. Keen, to 
receive the viſit of her new guardian Mr. 
Jonas Junkett, and to ſet off with him to a 
new. world----London. 

Mrs. Keen had been Mrs. Pickle's com- 


panion: ſhe was her ſchool- fellow, and hav- 


ing loſt a young huſband the very firſt week 
of her marriage, ſhe threw herſelf under the 
protection ot her friend Mrs. Pickle, to whom 
ſhe was as dear as herſelf, and in whoſe houſe 
ſhe” met with every comfort and happineſs 
ſhe could have enjoyed ina houſe of her own. 

| The 
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The education of this lady had been taken ſo 
much care of, that there was not one accom- 
pliſhment external or internal that ſhe was 
not miſtreſs of : the ſweetneſs of her manners, 
the diſcreetneſs of her demeanor, the be- 
nignity of her heart, fo riveted the affections 
of, Little Pickle to this pattern of every ele- 
gant perfection, that my readers will ſee 
by the ſequel, there was no need of any 
other miſtreſs to make our heroine the 
wonderful creature they will find her to be. 
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CHAP. In. 


OLD JUNKETT'S CHOICE OF A TOWN GOVER- 
NESS, AGAINST THE ARRIVAL OF HIS WARD; 
AND THE CHARACTER OF MRS. MANNERS, 


As the pleaſure of looking into the ſitua- 
tion of his departed friend's eſtates 
could not, with any decency, be enjoyed, un- 
til his daughter was ſettled under the tuition 
| of ſome female, (knowing nothing of the cha- 
rater of Mrs. Keen) he immediately ſet 
about recollecting which of all his female ac- 
quaintance had uniformly been the moſt civil 
to himſelf : as he now had an admirable op- 
portunity of repaying the obligation out of 
Little Pickle's pocket, and could thus afford 
to be more than commonly handfome in the 
allowance, he thought it would not be an ob- 
ject by any means diſagreeable even to ſome 

of 


LITTLE PICKLE, 15 
of his more faſhionable friends. Of theſe, a 
Mrs. Manners held a high place in his opi- 
nion, and her he was determined to reward 
for the very many wondrous pretty things ſhe 
and her three glorious daughters had induſtri- 
ouſly laviſhed on the doating old man. 

I have already informed my readers, that 
no arrangement of any kind, unleſs it was 
ſome way relative to his eſtates, could dwell 
for an hour in the memory of old Junkett : 
he therefore inſtantly called for his carriage, 
and, while the idea of Mrs. Manners was 
uppermoſt in his mind, gave orders to be 
driven thither, 

Conſidering the ſharethat Mrs. Manners will 
henceforth have in Little Pickle's expedition, 
J cannot be too early or too explicit in the 
diſplay of her character. 


Mrs. Manners was the daughter of a cler- 


gyman, who had been a gay man as long as 
his finances allowed him: he at laſt ſound it 


impoſſible for him to frequent thoſe parties 
I and 
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and ſcenes, where he had vainly and heed- 
lefely laviſhed his little all. His wife, an 
amiable young woman, whom he had unfeel- 
ingly wheedled to ſhare his too irretrievable 
fortune, from a creditable and profitable 
ſituation: in which ſhe was employed, begged 


him, for both their ſakes, to take orders, as, 
in that profeſſion, there was ſome intereſt on 
which ſhe had a kind of claim. 


His great foible, Vanity, was the only fide 
of his character ſhe could attack in order to 


accompliſh her wiſh. She thus found leſs 


- difficulty in leading the gay gentleman into 
the promiſe of being a plain parſon. The 


wretched ſmatter of vile Latin he had picked 
up at ſchool, with the vaſt knowledge of the 
Greek alphabet, ſtrengthened his determina- 
tion; and, during the interval of a fortnigh 


he never went to bed without dreaming that 
_ thecieling was falling down upon him under 
a load of mitres. 


Through his wife's merit he got the prefer- 
ment of a little vicarage in the neighbourhood 


of 
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of London; but he was ſo diſliked, and even 
deſpiſed, in his new character, that the ſenſi- 
bility of his wife was overcome: ſhe broke 
a her heart and died. 

The only offspring of this voſartuners 
union was Mrs. Manners, She grew up, and 
lived under the tuition of her father; and fo 
completely contracted his character, that low 
cunning and pedantic er were her 
only acquirements. A mean fellow of a 


bricklayer, whoſe men had been ſome times 


employed about the vicar's houſe, took it in- 
to his head to pay his addreſſes to her. She 
found, by the goſſips whom ſhe frequented, 
that Mr. Manners (for that was her brick- 
layer's name) was a man of unequivocal 
property, and that the beſt thing ſhe could 
Wo, was to ſtrike the iron while it was hot. 
She did fo, and married and buried the brick- 
layer in the courſe of fix years. He left her 
with three girls, and a fortune of five and- 
twenty thouſand pounds in the ſtocks. Her 

every 
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every wiſh! was now accompliſhed, and her 
_ father's vanity fprinfing up again in her, to 

: do honour to her birth forſooth, ſhe took a 
houſe in the neighbourhood of Portman 
Square, in order to accompliſh and introduce 
her three daughters, the huſbands of whom 
me had already planned ſhould be three ſupe- 
rior characters and titles, in the facred, mili- 
tary, and learned profeſſions. 


CHAP. 
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C HAP. IV. 


EHARACTER OP THE THREE DAUGHTERS, AND 
OLD JUNKETT'S ARRIVAL. 


| F conſequence of a ſhort note which Mr. 

Junkett had fent at an early hour, to in- 
form Mrs. Manners and daughters of his in- 
tended viſit, there was nothing but hurry and 
confuſion with the mother and her three 
Graces, as ſhe uſually called them, to the very 
moment of Junkett's arrival. But while his 
old kettle was {lowly gaining ground over the 
unfriendly ditches of the ſtreets of London, 
I think it my duty to prepare my inqui- 
ſitive readers for the company of the three 
Graces, to whom I am about to introduce 
them. 

The youngeſt of the three had attained the 
diſcreet year of one-and-twenty; the other two 
had ſeverally ſeen twenty-three and twenty- 

| five 
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five ſprings. The bent of the genius of each 
had been ſo carefully and acutely diſcovered 
by the gay clergyman's daughter and brick- 
layer's ſpouſe, that ſhe altered the very names 
they were chriſtened by, in order, the more 
effectually, to inform the world of their ſepa- 
rate accompliſhments, The oldeſt, whom 
the bricklayer inſiſted on calling by his mo- 
ther's name, had been chriſtened Dorothy, 
and was known, during her father's life-time, 
by the name of Dolly: the ſecond, in memo- 
ry of a firſt wife, he alſo inſiſted on chriſten- 
ing Sarah: and the third, in compliment to 
his miſtreſs, the wife of the man to whom he 
had ſerved his apprenticeſhip, was called 
Jane. The air of Portman Square had, 
however, ſo refined and rarefied the ideas of 
Mrs. Manners, that her Dolly, in whom ſhe 
had, ſome how,or other, contrived to find a 
calent for muſic, was no longer known but by 
the name of Cecilia. Sally, whom ſhe fools 
ed into the conceit of having a turn for poetry, 
was 
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was introduced to her acquaintance under the 
name of Sapho: Jane, who was very much 
of the dull, taciturn caſt of the bricklayer 
himſelf, and had not a little of the dingy hue 
of Saturn in her countenance, was particularly 
diſtinguiſhed by the name of Urania. This laſt 
name was the ne plus ultra of the ingenuity of 
Mrs. Manners; for ſhe was determined to raiſe 
her children as high as poſſible, that the diſ- 
tance might make the world loſe ſight of the 
clay from which they ſprung. She ſucceed- 
ed to her wiſhes; for ſhe made them as ex- 
quiſite pedants as herſelf, and this to her and 
them was the pinnacle of perfection. 

By this time Junkett's carriage is at the 
door, and two dreary knocks from his coun- 


try ſootman announce his arrival. 


B C HA p. 
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CHAP. V. 


MR. JUNKETT'S RECEPTION BY MRS. MANNERS 
AND HER DAUGHTERS: HIS SERVANT TAUGHT 
THE ART OF KNOCKING AT THE DOOR; AND 
A WHIMSICAL ACCIDENT ON LEAVE TAKING. 


readers muft, at one time or other, 
have obſerved the fixed look and thun- 
derſtruck attitude of a perſon, who, through 
accident, may have kicked down a china jar, 
or fmaſhed a ſet of glaſſes; ſuch, and more 
aſtounded: ſtill, were the viſages of Mrs. 
Manners and her daughters at the melanchc- 
ly brace of knocks given by Mr. Junkett's 
footman, for they ſaw the carriage come to the 
door. Starting at laſt from the ſurprize, her 
head footman, by name Mr. Patrick Proper, 
was violently rung for, and received no other 
commiſſion but Go, fly, Proper; teach the 
brute, teach the brute : wo ſhall be laughed 
at for ever; the neighbourhood muſt have 

f certainly 
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certainly heard him, or, what is worſe, muſt 
not have heard him at all; and yet, a car- 
riage at our door! As Mrs, Manners is ſo 
violently affected, that ſhe even puſhes Pro- 
per down ſtairs, it grieves me that I cannot, 
for the preſent, gratify my reader with Pat's 
character; but an opportunity will ſoon offer 
itſelf to do juſtice to this worthy perſonage. 

Old Jonas, reſting againſt the geometrical 
ſtair=caſe, by aſcending which he was nearly 
wind-broken, was by this time entering the 
apartment of the ladies, coughing, puffing, 
wheezing, and ſo taken up with his own fatigue, 
that Mrs. Manners had time to recover ner- 
ſelf from her paſſion; for ſhe would not for 
the whole world, that is, intereſted hypo- 
criſy forbade her to appear in Junkett's pre- 
ſence under the influence of any indecorous 
emotion, as ſhe herſelf uſed to expreſs it. 

On her having invited Mr. Junkett with 
a compliment in her own way, ſhe turned 
round to her three poplars, who were grow- 

| B 2 ing 
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ing in the middle of the floor, and defired her 


- Sapho might expreſs herſelfas her genius ſhould 


dictate on the occaſion of Mr. Junkett's ar- 
rival. As the powers of theſe ladies will be 
exerted to more advantage, when called forth 


by our little heroine, I will leave old Jonas in 


the purgatory into which he has thrown him- 
ſelf, and ſtep down to indulge my reader, as 
I promiſed him, with a moment or two of 
Mr. Patrick Proper's company. 

Patrick was one of thoſe gentlemen bog- 
trotters, whoſe complaiſance to their em- 


ployers teaches them to do any thing and 


every thing they are deſired, good, bad, and 
indifferent. Pat had known that five or fix 
different footmen had been turned off by 
Mrs. Manners at a moment's warning, on 
the mere account of the impropriety of their 
dialect. When Pat got the place, he was de- 
termined to be even with his miſtreſs; and 
having an excellent memory, and, even al- 
lowing -for his brogue, a tolerable ear, he 


never 
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never uttered to her or her daughters one word 
that they themſelves had not previoufly made 
uſe of. 3 

How came you, firrah,” ſaid he ſud- 
denly, addreſſing Junkett's country - put; 


e how came you not to beat the tattoo upon 


my miſtreſs's door with a little more ſpirit ?*? 
— Beat what? faid the countryman. Why, 
ſtrike the alarm, to be ſure, among all the 
vicinity. Vicinity ! fays the clown, gaping.— 
Oh, ho! fays Patrick, as he turned round to 
grin, he is none of us! I ſhall never be 
able to make myſelf underſtood. Come, 
come, we muſt go a peg lower. You clod, 
you, don't you comprehend the impropriety 
of two, ſncaking, raſcally tattoos at the 
porch door of a woman of aß, faßt, and 
dafh ! Eh, clumps, don't you ?— Fleſh, faſt, 
and daſb! repeated the bumpkin, ſtill ſtaring z 
and then, in a prodigiouſly loud tone, roared 
out, I'fe lay ye a noggin or twain, that ye ha 


bin at ma lady's ſide- board a bit longer than 


B3 ye 
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ye ſhould a bin. Do, go along; I wo'no be 
bamboozled by eer an Iriſh Lononer amun 
= 3 1. 
Patrick, leſs nettled by the clod-hopper's 
1gnorance, than by being delayed in acquit- 
ting himſelf of his commiſſion, and perfectly 
ſatisfied of the ſuperiority of his nimbleneſe, 
collars hobnail, and ſo effeQtually knuckles 


- him, that he had him in the back-yard in a 


trice, without the poſſiblity of his even mut- 
tering a complaint, The clown was exceed- 
ingly frightened at firſt at the man's dextrous 
rapidity, and was re-adjuſting his neckcloth, 
when Pat preſents-him with the ſtump of an 
old kitchin poker, the fellow of which he 
himſelf had in the other hand. Now, ſays 
he, as my lady has ſent me to teach you what 


knocking at a perſon of abs door is, ob- 


ſerve me well. With that, Pat applied his 


poker with ſuch an incredible velocity to a 
door of one of the out-offices, that two or 


three-and-thirty knocks were rattled off in 
the wink of an eye. 


Such, 
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Such, if I may be allowed a ſimile on fo 
great an occaſion, is the crackling and pat- 
_ tering diſcharge of a Coldſtream platoon with 
powder and burnt oakum among the raga- 
muffins of St. James's Park. The clown 
burſt out into a tremendous horſe-laugh, ſay- 
ing, Zookers, ye knack, as an thof ye had 
the aguey. Mun I do as that too? A little 
more tightiſh would do better, ha?=-O, as 
tight as you pleaſe; but don't be afraid. — 
Aﬀeared ! to knack an old door o' the head! 
He then, with all the force of his body, le» 
velled a few ſuch blows at the door, that the 
whole ſtreet rung with them ; nor could Pa- 
trick ſtop the violence of the clown till the 
door went into ſhivers, and two or three 
large houſe-dogs, that had been locked up 
within, had got through by the breaking in 
of the door. The noiſe had ſo rouzed them, 
that their attack was indiſcriminately made 
on poor Patrick as well as upon Hob. Their 
bellowings for aſſiſtance, mixed with the 

| B 4 howl- 
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howlings of the dogs and the ſcreams and 
lo ighter of the other ſervants, were ſo alarm 
ing, that they brought Mrs. Manners to the 
window of a back apartment, who, under the 
apprehenſion of ſome greater evil, was un- 
able for a very conſiderable ſpace of time to 
leave the ſopha on which ſhe had thrown 
herſelf, | 


HA. 
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CHAP. VE 


THE SUBJECT CONTINUED. 


WEN things were a little more quict, 


and Hob had procured the loan of an 


old great coat to hide the tatters of his maſter's 


livery, Mrs. Manners had fo far recovered, 


as to be able to ring for her daughters. They 
had been all this time in the greateſt anxiety, 
not knowing where ſhe was; and old Junkett, 
ſeeing himſelf ſuddenly deſerted by every one 
of the party, had ſtrayed from room to room 
to find his way out, ſo far, that he got be- 
wildered among Urania's natural philoſophi- 


cal cloſets. The door that led into them hap- 
pened to open and ſhut by ſpring work, and 


unfortunately, on Junkett's entrance, the 
{ring flew and cooped him. 

It is impoſſible for me to deſcribe the fright 
the old man- was in, on recollecting how 


every 
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THE SUBJECT CONTINUED. 
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every one of this ſingular family had vaniſhed 
of a ſudden, and how he was thus intrapped, 


without any idea in the world how it could 
happen. 


There was one window in this room which 


looked into the ſtreet: on his endeavouring 


to throw it open, in order to make his ſervant 
hear, his foot ſlipped from under him; and 
while he ſtrove to ſave himſelf from falling, 
his hand touched the conductor of an electri- 
cal machine, which not being diſcharged, 
gave him a violent ſhock. The concuſſion, 
anprepared as he was for it, adding to the 
fear that already poſſeſſed him, gave ſuch 
ſtrength to his lungs, that had the houſe been 


a mile long, not a ſoul in it but muſt have 
heard him: the conſequence of which I refer 


to another chapter. 


CHAP. 
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C HAP. VII. 


THE CLEARING UP OF THE BUS TLE. 


[ RAN IA, who, during the greateſt part 

of the confuſion, had careleſsly fat 
without changing a muſcle of her counte- 
nance, was now returning from ſeeing her mo- 
ther at the very moment that he bellowed out 
ſo luſtily in her apartment. Notwithſtand- 
ing which ſhe coolly walked thither, and 


opening the door, found old Junkett on the 


floor, ſquat upon his poſteriors, his eyes half 
way out of his head through fear, and a no 
inconſiderable quantity of her vaſes and ſy- 
phons in pieces round him. Inſtead of hu- 
manely attending to the old gentleman's 
plight, ſhe ruſhed back to her mother, to 
acquaint her of the devaſtation in her ſtudy. 
Patrick, who had now cleared every thing 
up to the ſatisfaction of his miſtreſs, very ſe- 


riouſly 
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riouſly begged her to let him call the old gen- 
tleman to account, as he ſhould have to an- 
ſwer for, not only his own miſdemeanors, but 
alſo thoſe of his ſervant. | 

Mrs. Manners, thanking the Iriſhman for 
his ſtupid intention, diſmiſſed him and her 
daughters, and immediately ** herſelf to 
find Mr. Junkett. 

The cant ſhe uſed on the occaſion, the 
plauſible excuſes ſhe took care to make both 
for him and his ſervant, with a little cordial, 
ſoon reſtored the old man to 1 
his temper. 

Every thing was then ſettled relative to 
Miſs Winifred Pickle, in a manner that the 
moſt exorbitant wiſhes of Mrs. Manners were 
| readily complied with; for, to ſpeak the 
truth, old Jonas, ſince the accident in Ura- 
nia's cloſet, was deſirous of rewarding her, as 
much through fear as through gratitude ; for, 
in his own mind, he was now ſatisfied that 
Mrs, Manners, or her daughters, had other 

connec- 
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connections than they cared to let people in 
this world know, and that they ſhould be the 
laſt learned folks whoſe acquaintance he 
ſhould ever court. | 

The fracas betwixt Pat and Hob being 
alſo amicably ſettled, old Jonas got into his 
carriage, and fincerely thinking Heaven for 
the eſcapes of the laſt hour or two, with a 
hearty reſolution of avoiding every opportu- 


nity of ſoon troubling Portman Square with 


another viſit, he arrives at his own houſe, 


CHAP, 
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CHAP. VIII. 


LITTLE PICKLE'S DETERMINATION TO SET OFF 

FROM YORKSHIRE, WITHOUT WAITING FOR 

HER GUARDIAN; AND HER REASONS, IN A 
CONFERENCE WITH MRS. KEEN. 


T were extremely irkſome for my readers 

to wait the departure of the old gentle- 

man to Yorkſhire. I ſhall therefore conduct 

them thither at once, and fee what our little 

heroine's intentions are, and how ſhe brooks 
the delay of her guardian. 

Her trunks, her travelling equipage, and 
every neceſſary ſhe might want on her arrival 
in London, were by this time prepared, 
through the fond aſſiduities of Mrs. Keen: 
every domeſtic arrangement was ſo judici- 
ouſly laid out, and the ſeveral houſhold con- 
cerns ſo cautiouſly allotted to the older ſer- 
vants of the family, that their abſence could 
not be felt, or indeed ſcarcely miſſed. 

Things 
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Things therefore being, thus far ready, 
Miſs Pickle, one morning after Mrs. Keen 
had juſt given her breakfaſt, addreſſed her 
in the following manner :—Do not you think, 
my dear Keen, that we two cut very pretty 
figures here, waiting for an old lad, who 
perhaps is now, and has all along been, no 
otherways delayed, but by ſearching for ſome 
ſhrivelled piece of parchment, and thinks as 
much of us as he does of the Pope ? — Why, 
my dear Miſs Winny, anſwered Mrs. Keen, 
guardians are high and mighty creatures, 
ſometimes; but I ſhould ſuppoſe that the 
cauſe of the preſent delay is neither more nor 


leſs, than that ſuch a whimſical, forgetful 


character as Mr. Junkett's may have wholly 
forgot, by this time, not only that there is 
in the world ſuch a being as yourſelf, but 
even his very engagement. — Oh, ſaid Win- 
ny, he will hardly forget that. Remember, 
Keen, there are eſtates and money in the 
caſe. But what is all this to us? We are 

I ready, 
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ready, and why ſhould we loiter here, till it 


may chance to pop into the old fellow's head 
to crawl down to us? We are neither of 
us chickens, nor babes in boxes; and we have 
beſides a ſtout brace or two of Yorkſhire- 
men, who are pretty good ſubſtitutes for a 
crazy old man, in the way of defence or pro- 
You would not ſet off, Miſs Pickle, be- 
fore you ſaw your guardian? - ] am abſolute- 
ly fixed upon it Keen; and this very hour 
| fhall be the firſt of our journey. Well, my 
dear child, replied Mrs. Keen, I know your 
good ſenſe will guide you in this, as it has 
done in every thing elſe. I really was of 
your opinion myſelf; but I wiſhed the propo- 
ſal might come from -you.—'ſha! my good 
Keen: my father was a very honeſt fort of a 
man; but, Heaven reſt him, this ſame choice 
of a guardian for me was neither one of the 
wiſeſt, nor, as I ſhall act, one of the ſillieſt 
actions of his life; and as he was always 
| ready 
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ready to follow my advice, and not to repent 
it, while he lived, I don't ſee that the old 
boy, whom he has left in his place, has one 
jot leſs need of it. I therefore, by my former | 
authority, ſuſpend the functions of Mr. Jo- | 


nas Junkett, as guardian to Winifred Pickle, 
until I ſhall have made my curtſey to him in 
Red Lion Square,—Then you are really in 
earneſt, my Winny?—I am, Keen; and 
therefore beſo good as to give immediate or- 
ders, for, excepting my riding-drefs, I my- 
ſelf am in every other reſpe& ready. - | 
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CHAP. IX. 
DESCRIPTION OF LITTLE PICKLE'S PERSON, 


AND HER DEPARTURE FROM PICKLE HALL, 


HE carriage was now drawn up to 
the door, ſurrounded by the ſervants, 


and a group of Little Pickle's tenants in 


tears, Mrs, Keen, Mrs, Margaret, (Win- 
ny's old nurſe) and Mrs. Jenny, (her own 
maid) were already by her defire ſeated 
within, while the lovely young creature her- 
ſelf had been giving a laſt glance over the 
well-ordered manſion, When ſhe came to 
the door, ſhe ſeemed extremely diſturbed for 
a minute or two, by the grateful affection of 
her people. RecolleCting herſelf, however, 
ſhe chearfully told them, that ſhe was not 
going to leave them; that ſhe ſhould be fre- 
quently down with them, and that ſhe had or- 
dered the allowances, which ſhe had been 

| accuſtomed 
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accuſtomed to have diſtributed among her 
poorer friends, as ſhe called them, to be 
continued as uſual during her abſence, Evcry 
eye was fixed upon her ſweet form while ſhe 
was thus ſoftening the pang of her depar- 
ture. 

Hardly turned of fifteen years of age, ſhe 
was already of a heighth that commanded re- 
ſpect; but if her ſize gave her ſomething of 
the woman, the infantine delicacy of her 
ſhape, and ſweetneſs of her face, imparted 
the ſofteſt ideas of tendereſt youth, The 
ſtem of a cowſlip might have incircled her 
waiſt, without any loſs of that blooming em- 
bonpoint which ſpeaks the poſſeſſion of unin- 
terrupted health. I can give no name to my 
readers for the colour of her eyes: when her 
diſpoſition led her to an act of beneficence, 
they emulated the ſoft azure of Heaven; 
when her fancy was on the wing, a brown- 
grey hue ſeemed to mix ſtrongeſt ſenſe with 


gay vivacity; and her diſpleaſure was witneſſ- 
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ed by a radiance which, young as ſhe was, 
few cared to encounter, Her mouth was 
neither large nor ſmall; and I can compare 
her teeth and lips to nothing but a circlet of 
dew-drops clinging round the crimſon leaves 
of an infant roſe, The fine, full, and rich 
ringlets of the darkeſt auburn hair wandered 
in every direction adown her back, round her 
ſweetly moulded ſhoulders, and divided on 
her forehead ſo as to diſcover a fair open 
front, and of a brightneſs that bade defiance 
to the lily: the luſtre was heightened by the 
length of her black eye-laſhes; and her noſe 
was ſo proportioned to the gradual oval of her 
whole face, that Nature ſeemed to have en- 
deavoured, while ſhe formed her, to blend 
all the alluring ſoftneſſeſs of a girl, with all 
the openneſs, ſpirit, and vivacity, of the moſt 
beautiful boy. Her dreſs was always artleſs, 
and howſoever varied, was ever becoming: 
ſhe, at this moment, is in a pale-green 
riding-habit, which ſhews her form to the 

* 1 ſweeteſt 
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ſweeteſt advantage; a plain, little black bea- 


ver is careleſsly lung on her head, which 
after having innocently and affectionately 
pulled off, her weeping ſervants and tenants 
had, by this circumſtance, the rapture of ſee- 
ing her charming countenance once more, 
where the big tear was only hid by a large 
lock of her hair, which ſhe had dropt over 
her eyes as ſhe bowed to them, and ſprung 
into the carriage. 
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CHAP, X. 


LITTLE PICKLE'S MOMENTARY OPPRESSION OP 
" GPIRITS, AND HOW SHE WAS ESCORTED TO 
THE FIRST INN. 


RS. Keen, for the firſt time in her 
life, obſerved her Winny's god-like 
ſpirits flagging : ſhe took hold of one of her 
lovely little hands, and preſſing it between 
her's, ſaid, looking tenderly in her face——— 
Sure, my child does not mean to droop !— 
Don't mind me, Keen, replied Winny : thoſe 
poor old creatures looked ſo wiſtfully in my 
face, that I really could not help feeling a 
kind of anguiſh at leaving them. Beſides, 
my dear Keen, I have ſomewhere read that 
one affecting thought leads to another; and 
is 1c not natural that a raw little country 
girl, like me, thus leaping out of my neſt 
into the open air of the wide world, ſhould 
enter- 
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entertain a thought or two of a more ſerious 
aſpe& than uſual ? | 

My ever deareſt Miſs Pickle, anſwered 
Mrs. Keen, it is natural : I am aſtoniſhed at 
your fortitude; for, to ſpeak the truth, I fear- 
ed much that in proportion to your alacrity 
before your departure, your depreſſion would 
be the more ſudden, and the greater after 
you had ſet off. But I ſee your counte- 
nance brighten, and I know that your own 
good ſenſe has been diQating to you reaſons 
for reſolution and perſeverance in a journey 


which my heart approves; fo I will not trou- 


ble my Winny with one word more on the 
ſubject. 

Miſs Pickle then, with inimitable naivete, 
placing one hand on her breaſt, and raiſing 


the other to her lips—Here, (ſaid ſhe in a 


ſprightly tone) glooms and griefs, I give you 
to the winds, and to thoſe who like you: Þ il 
have none of you. With that, ſhe appeared 
as if ſhe had toſſed a burthen out of the win- 
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dow, and quickly ſaid, laughing, to Mrs. 
Margaret—Madge, Madge, up with the 
glaſs, and let them not in again! 

As Mrs. Keen had previouſly chalked out 
their journey, and the different inns at which 
they might the moſt commodiouſly ſtop, ſhe 
was now taking out her note-book, to exa- 
mine how far they were from the inn where 
they were to dine, when one of the two out- 
riders, who had been ſent on before, came 
galloping back, and ſtopping the carriage, 
informed Miſs Pickle that the houſe they in- 
tended to dine at had not a fingle room emp- 
ty; and that there was but another houſe in 
the village, which he dared not venture to 
recommend, on account of its bad accom- 
modations. Pray, ſaid Little Pickle, haſtily, 
pray, Sir, why would you apply to any other 
ſhabby houſe, when there was one good inn 
in the place? That inn, Madam, is crouded 
with officers, on account of a regiment being 
quartered in the village. And, Sir, are not 

officers 
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officers gentlemen? Ride back with full 
ſpeed, and give my compliments to the very 
firſt officer you meet in the inn, and tell him 
that your miſtreſs, who will arrive in a few 
minutes, begs his interference ſo far as to ſe- 
cure herſelf and her women a room. 

How ſhould you, my dear Miſs Pickle, 
brook a refuſal? faid Mrs. Keen. Why, 

| challenge the brute that could ſend it, ſaid 
Winny, laughing. Half the pretty fellows 
that I have ſeen paſs through Little Skipton, 
with a bit of black ribbon in their hats, ap- 
pear to me like ſo many weazels. I'd lay a 
good bet, that if we accoutred my old nurſy 
here with a high cocked hat, a pair of boots, 
and a broomſtick, ſhe would be woman 
enough to ſweep down dozens of them. 
What would you ſay, then, if a ſtout elf like 
me, of good blood and high ſpirits, met them 
in their own garb? Lord help you, Mrs. 
Keen, I did not allude to thoſe ſort of things ! 
They are acquainted with nothing but being 
civil 
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civil to one another, for fear of conſequences, 
My ſervant very well knows that I meant he 
ſhould addreſs. himſelf to a tall, genteel, ſe- 
date, yet jolly ſort of a man, and you will 


| ſoon ſee we ſhall have the beſt room in the 


houſe. 
While ſhe was yet ſpeaking, the exact fi- 
gure of the tall, genteel, yet jolly officer, 


followed by another at a little diſtance, came 


cantering up to the carriage, who, without 


ſtopping it, bowed to the lady within, and 
taking their different ſides, eſcorted her to 


the door of the inn, 


CHAP, 
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CHAP. XI. 


A GLIMPSE OF A VISION, WITH so ACCOUNT 
OF IT. 


HE gracefulneſs with which Little 

43. Pickle acknowledged the politeneſs and 
courteſy of the two officers, drew every one's 
attention as ſhe was handed out of her car- 
riage. She then, taking Mrs. Keen's arm, 
was ſhewn to the apartment prepared for 
her. | | | 
In 'the paſſage, a young and remarkably 
handſome- officer, as much as they. could 
gueſs by rhe glimpſe they had of him, acci- 
dentally happening to turn the corner as they 
were entering their room, witneſſed an in- 
ſtantaneous emotion, which he could ne 
otherwiſe hide but by immediately vaniſhing, 
Miſs Pickle had a glance of his embarraſſ- 
ment, and ſeemed to ſhare in it; nor was it 


unper- 
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unperceived by Mrs. Keen, who, obſerving. 
an arch ſmile ſucceeding to a deep colour on 
Winny's countenance, ſaid--Is it not ſome 
of your father's old acquaintance, my love? 
Pho! replied Little Pickle, *tis only one of 
thoſe young gentlemen's methods of falling 
in love at firſt ſight. No, ſaid Mrs. Keen, 
as I live, I now think I have ſeen the man's 


face before. 


By this time they were ſitting down to din- 
mer, when old Margaret, after a long groan 
of a ſigh, exclaimed in a way peculiar to 
herſelf---Lack-a-day, poor fellow, I thought 
J never ſhould have ſeen his face again! 
Seen , whom? aſked Mrs, Keen. Seen 
whom ! why, he was not higher than this 
here table when J laſt ſaw him at Skipton. 
He told me he was going to foreign parts, 
and that he was made a ſoldier, and Who 
is this you are talking of? ſaid Mrs. Keen, 
haſtily. Oh, nurſy will let us know, ſaid 
Little Pickle, when dinner is about done. 

And 


LITTLE PICKLE, 49 


And he gave me this here ſnuff-box, Lord 
love him, and bid me keep it for his ſake, 
Come, come, Madge, ſaid Miſs Pickle, 
earneſtly, who is this? Ah, Madam, faid 
Mrs. Margaret, ſhaking her head, he did 
not deſerve to be ſent to foreign parts; but 
the old crab did not like him, on account of 
his poor mother: reſt her foul, ſhe's gone; 
I ſuckled her myſelf with my firſt boy's milk. 
But, my good Peg, ſaid Miſs Pickle, we do 
not want to know who the mother was, but 
who is he? PF faith, he is grown out of all 
memory : if mine were not one of a thouſand, 
I ſhould not have remembered him. Him, 
him, him! what him? faid Mrs. Keen, an- 
grily. Him! why, Franky, to be ſure: did 
not you ſee how he ſtumbled when he faw 
me? Poor little fellow! I dare ſay he re- 
members my ſnuff-box! He bought it me 
at Skipton fair; and 1 really believe it was 
all the money he had in the world; and when 
he gave it me, he told me it was not enough 

tor 
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for the Kindneſs I had ſhewn bim; but that 
perhaps he might make it up when he was a 
man: Lord love him! What! faid Mrs. 
| Keen, you do not mean Frank TJunkett? 
Ah, don't mention the old crab's name: he 
threw his poor nephew on the world with- 
out e'er a ſixpence in his pocket: aye, aye, 
his uncle will have to anſwer for it! What! 
ſaid Miſs Pickle, turning to Mrs. Keen, is this 
the little playmate you have ſo often mention- 
ed to me? whom I cried after, on his being 
inhumanly ſent abroad, through my guar- 
dian's hatred of the mother? 

I told you, faid Mrs. Keen, that I thought 
J recollected the gentleman's face. I now 
am clear it is the ſame perſon. This is very 
odd, ſaid Little Pickle, ruminating ; and ſhe 
only then, for the firſt time, underſtood the 
purport of an event, which my reader will, 
in the ſequel of this expedition, be apprized 
of. I ſuppoſe then, continued ſhe, he is ſta- 
tioned here ? 

I Mrs. 
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Mrs. Keen then gave an account of the 
bad treatment of old Jonas to his ſiſter, for 
her having married a poor officer: the related 
the neceſſities which broke both their hearts, 
leaving behind them this only ſon, whom the 
_ unrelenting old man placed with one of his 
meaneſt tenants during his infancy, and al- 
lowed to range through the woods round the 
manſion-houſe, untutored and unattended, till 
he was ten years of age. The poor child 
was then thruſt a midſhipman into one of his 
majeſty's veſſels, and ſent to America. Un- 
til then poor Frank had no other mother in the 
world but Mrs. Margaret; and when the 
lovely little rogue was hungry, Pickle Hall 
and Margaret's room were his rendezvous. 
At which time, my dear child, you were 
about half as old as he, and not a little fond 
of Frank's company to play with, We have 
never heard any thing farther of poor Frank, 
and my curioſity is juſt now raiſed to ſuch a 


pitch, that I ſhall leave the inn with regret, 
if 
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fl know not whether-it be he or not. Oh, 
I' take my davit oath to that, ſays Margaret ; 
and riſing on her ſtick, was about, had ſhe 
not been hindered in a very peremptory 
manner by Miſs Pickle, to have gone and 
pulled the officer into the room. Mrs. Keen 


obſerved the glow that had ſpread on Miſs 


Pickle's face during her recital, and ſeeing 
that her colour redoubled at her forbidding 


her nurſe to go out, changed the ſubject, 


without forgetting one atom of the circum- 
ſtances. 
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CHAP. XL 


THE LANDLADY'S ACCOUNT or LIEUTENANT 


JUNKETT. 


| " 8 the miſtreſs of the houſe had made it 


her buſineſs to wait on Miſs Pickle, ſhe 
gave her a full and ſatisfactory account of 


Captain Junkett, as ſhe called him, and that 


ſhe had heard the other officers, in his ab- 
ſence, ſay, that he was the braveſt, the kind- 
eſt, and the moſt attentive officer in his Ma- 
jeſty's army; that he had done wonders when 
abroad, and that nothing but want of intereſt 
could poſſibly have hindered. him from the 
greateſt preferments. And as for myſelf, 
Madam, I long for the hour that he comes 


down from his room of a morning; for he 


never paſles the bar without doing me the ho- 
nour of ſtepping in, and chatting with me; 
after which, I proteſt, I diſlike the converſa- 
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tion. of every body elſe during the reſt of the 
day. This is the reaſon that no officer of 
the corps thinks any party compleat, if Cap- 
tain Junkett makes not one of them. And 
then, Madam, he is ſo tender-hearted! A 
poor hoſtler of ours happened to have a wheel 
run acroſs his loins ſome ſhort time ago: 
Captain Junket had been that evening invited 
to a ball in the neighbourhood, and when 
the hair-drefſer had given him the account, he 
deſired him inſtantly to turn up his hair, and 
have done. Upon the hair-dreſſer's telling 
him that he had to dreſs the other officers, 


and would therefore be too late for him, he | 


quickly told him to do as he was defired; 
and throwing on his great-coat, he ran down 
to the ſtable, and ſending for a lotion, the 
preſcription of which he copied from his 
pocket-book, he bathed the poor lad with his 
own hands, rubbed him before a fire, and 
was the means of ſaving his life by his ſea- 
ſonable aſſiſtance, | 


He 
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le afterwards fate up by his bed-ſide, and 
the lad falling into a doſe, he took a book 
out of his pocket, and amuſed himſelf in read- 
vg till the hoſtler again waked, about two 
in the morning, in great agonies. He again 


applied the lotion, and rubbed him as be- 


fore, and defired the ſtable-boy to call me up, 


(for T had all this time heard nothing either 
of the accident, or of the feeling attendant) 
and beg me to prepare inſtantly a baſon of 
very warm broth. This he adminiſtered to 
him almoſt burning hot; and, after applying 
the lotion once or twice more, the lad fell 
into a ſound ſleep, and awoke about ten 
o'clock, apparently as well as he ever had 
been. 

Captain Junkett went to breakfaſt with 
his brother officers, as uſual; and while they 
rallied him on having had ſome amour on his 
bands, that made him break his engagement 
ſor the ball, he heartily gave into the whim, 
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and never once e alluded t: to the generous deed 
that had detained. him. NP 


F* mention this, Madam, as one of the 


oy » 


laſt « of his humane aQs; but, if if) you 1 were to 
know all— 


Is not this enough? ſaid Little "urY hal- 
tily: One ſuch action, divided among the 


corps, would immortalize them all. I 
My. deareſt child, aid Mrs. Keen, ſee 


what  Adverſity has taught him! And do 


not. you think, kai Winny, that it j is high 


- time he ſhould now leave her ſchool ? But 


come, too much glory e cazples one; let us 
drop the ſubject, and think of our Journey. 


CHAP. 
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CHAP. XIII. 


MRS, MARGARET'S INTERVIEW WITH LIEUT. 
wo JUNEKETT, 


4% 


URING the time Little Pickle was 

“ receiving from the miſtreſs of the houſe 
the account of Capt. Junkett, old Peg had lily 
taken the opportunity of ſlipping from the 
room; and ſending into that where ſhe had 
had information that Captain Junkett was, 
ſhe defired the waiter to whiſper to him, that 
a very old ſervant of his had juſt had a glance 
of him, and begged him, for the ſake of his 
dear dead mother, to let her have the happi- 
nels of ſceing him, to touch his hand, and to 
ſhew him his ſnuff-box, were it but for one 
minute, Captain Junkett well knew who it 


was, for he had recollected her in the paſſage; 


and, flying out to her, ſaluted her, and had 


enough to do to hinder poor old Peggy from 
D 3 ſinking 
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ſinking to the earth with joy. He ſeated her 
in an adjoining room; and, after allowing her 
a few minutes to recover, he cagerly aſked 
her to tell him who thazaugel was he had 
ſeen with her; merely know from her, 
whether or not he was right as to the per- 


- 2 
. 


ſon of her miſtreſs. 1 

Lord love ye, my dear boy, ſays Peg, 
dye then forget the lovely little Miſs Winny 
Pickle, my heavenly foſter- child, your little 
piay-mate? O Franky, if you knew what 
an angel ſhe is! if you knew how much every 
body loves her; if you knew- —but come 
along, come along; Mrs. Keen fays ſhe 
will leave the inn with regret, if ſhe docs 
not get the information ſhe wants about 
zou before ſhe departs. Come along. 
Peg was now ſtanding and pointing the way 
ro Lieutenant Junkett, when the carriage 
was announced, and he took the opportu . 


nity of ſaving himſelf from a ſolicitation, as 
auk ward as it was im portunate. 


1 CHAT 


r 
r 
d 
d 


LITTLE PICKLE, 59 


CHAP. XIV. 


LITTLE PICKLE SAVES HER GUARDIAN, OLD 
JUNKETT, FROM BEING ROBBED. 


WO and twenty miles had now been 

added to their journey: nurſe Peg and 
Little Pickle's maid faſt aſleep; Mrs. Keen 
and Miſs Winny in cloſe conference relative 
to her future conduct in the metropolis ; and 
every officer in the inn, particularly poor 
Frank, thunderſtruck with the ſudden va- 
niſhing of the celeſtial viſion which had but 
glanced athwart them. 

The evening was juſt beginning to ſet in: 
the out- riders were flackening their pace, 
and drawing nearer their miſtreſs's car- 
riage, and the next poſt was eagerly looked 
for, in order to put an end to that day's jour- 
ney ; when, at about the diſtance of a hun- 
dred paces, a wide flaſh was ſeen, and a kind 
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of double report heard. The poſtilions im- 
mediately ſtopped, to know whether they 
Ahould proceed or not. The ſervants ga- 
thered around their miſtreſs, who, letting 
down the window, with ſedate compoſure de- 
ſired her two Yorkſhiremen, who had been 
riding behind, to prepare their fire-arms, 
and make as much haſte as they could, for 
that ſhe diſtinctly heard the voice of com- 
plaint; and that, meanwhile, her two out- 
riders ſhould accompany the carriage on- 

wards. | 
The Yorkſhiremen had not been gone 
above a few minutes, when the report of one 
of their blunderbuſſes was heard. Miſs Pic- 
kle then ordered the carriage to ſtop, and ſent 
the two out-riders inſtantly to back the two 
others, ſhould they need their aſſiſtance. Be- 
fore they could come up, one of the Yorkſhire 
-men came galloping back to the carriage, and 
told his miſtreſs, that they had juſt ſaved a 
very elderly gentleman from being robbed; 
that 


it 
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that, on their firing, the highwaymen rode 
off; and that the old gentleman was very 
ill in his carriage, ſo greatly did their 
harſh uſage alarm him. He had ſcarce done 
ſpeaking, when another ſervant rode up to 
the window, and informed Miſs Pickle that 
it was Mr. Junkett's carriage, as he learned 
from one of his ſervants, and that he was on 
his way to Pickle Hall. 

My reader may eaſily imagine, that our 
heroine had never in her life a ſenſation fo 
delicious, as that of being the means of pre- 
ſerving, perhaps, the life of the very perſon 


to whoſe care it had been her lot to be in- 


truſted. She therefore flew to her guardian's 
carriage, and looking upon herſelf as an in- 
ſtrument in the hand of Heaven on the occa- 
ſion, ſhe made herſelf and retinue known to 
Mr. Junkett, and prevailed upon him to ac- 
company them back to the inn he had but 
lately left. 


CHAP. 
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CHAP, XV. 


LITTLE PICKLE'S ATTENTIONS TO HER OLD 
GUARDIAN, IN CONSEQUENCE OF THE COM= 
PLAINT OCCASIONED BY THE FRIGHT : SHE 
PROCEEDS TO LONDON; OLD JUNKETT T9 
PICKLE HALL. 


D Jonas, through the exceſſive fear 


he had experienced, and his great age 
together, was attacked with a virtigo, and 
violent tremblings, which made it neceſſary 
for him to keep his bed all next day. Little 
Pickle, with all the fond attention and anx- 
iety of the beſt of daughters, hardly ever left 
his room; nor did the aukwardneſs of an inn, 
or the inconveniences ſhe was put to by the 
delaying of her journey, ſhew themſelves in 
any change of temper or carriage to thoſe 

about her, | 
Mr. Junkett, in the midſt of his com- 
plaints, was perpetually repining that he was 
thus 
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thus ſo long delayed, in town by the gout, 
and now on the road by bad fortune, from 
the reviſion of Miſs Pickle's eſtates; and 
thoughts of death and futurity ſeemed ſo very 
foreign to him, that he never once in his de- 
liriums expreſſed any other fear, but that of 
his not ſeeing the papers and deeds before he 
died. 

Little Pickle was ſhocked in her own 
mind at his behaviour, yet ſhe continued a 
day or two more to haſten his recovery; and 
in thoſe intervals of eaſe and reaſon which 
returning ſtrength gave him, ſhe eagerly re- 
commended to him his poor nephew. 

His way of throwing the ſubject aſide was, 
after expreſſing himfelf in the moſt unfeeling 
manner on the conduct of his ſiſter, to aſſure 
her that the lad was fit for nothing elfe but to 
ſtand under a pair of colours, and wait for 
that ball which ſhould rid him of an expenſive 
cox comb; for he was credibly informed, he 


ſaid, that he knew no more of accounts than 
an 
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an infant, and that an old Cad was as unde- 
cypherable | to him, as if the ſcoundrel had a 
ſteward of his own. I have done much for 
him ; but if he does not attend to his p's and 
q's, I'll cut him off with half a farthing. | 
Little Pickle, ready almoſt to faint at the 
cold cruelty of the old man's expreſſions, but, 
fearing a return of the complaint, was ſilent on 
the matter; yet, in the preſence of Heaven 
and of Mrs. Keen, made a ſolemn vow, that 
ſhe ſhould never reſt until, by every con- 
trivance that her head could ſuggeſt, Frank 


| Junkett ſhould be made certain of his future 


property; and that ſhe would ſacrifice half 
her fortune, rather than not ſee the amiable 
youth at once rich and happy, even in the life- 
time, and under the very eyes of the inhuman 
niggard, who could thus perſecute thoſe vir- 
tues his own dark foul was a ſtranger to. 
Meanwhile old Jonas was ſo goaded by his 
decling paſſion, that he precipitated his reco- 
very ; and after thanking his ward for her 


ſeaſonable 
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ſcalonable interference, and the attentions ſhe 
had fo unremittingly paid him, he told her 
that he could no longer delay ſhewing more 
effectual marks of his love towards her, which 
was the haſtening his journey onwards to 
Pickle Hall, and ſee into the Rate of het for- 

tune. | | 
Miſs Pickle by this time knew his charac- 
ter ſo well, that ſhe was certain any concern 
for her had little to do in the determinations 
of a mind ſo worldly, and fo baſe : but, not 
caring to fall out with him, that ſhe might 
be the better able to ſerve his nephew, ſhe 
thanked him for his affected care, and it was 
ſettled by him, that ſhe and her women 
ſhould proceed at the fame time to London, 
for that Mrs. Manners and daughters were in 
hourly expectation of her arrival; and that 
ſhe would there meet with more comfort, 
convenience, improvement, and pleaſure, (if 
ſhe was more lucky than he was in his viſit) 
than ſhe could any where elſe enjoy. 
. On 
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On the whole, Little Pickle was delighted 

| that he did not return with her, for reaſons 

which the reader ſhall ſoon know]; and after 

many pretences of kindneſs on his fide, they 
. parted: he to Pickle Hall, and my little he- 

roine to London. 
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daughters, in conſulting which fide of the 
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CHAP. XVI. 


ANIMPORTANT CONSULTATION BETWIXTMRS. 
MANNERS AND DAUGHTERS; AND LITTLE 
PICKLE'S ARRIVAL AT HER HOUSE, 


O leſs a ſpace than that of three days 
had been ſpent by Mrs. Manners and 


houſe ſhould be allotted for Miſs Pickle and 
her people. 

It was the firm reſolve of Cecilia not to 
move, for her part, on account of her muſi- 
cal inſtruments, and the impoſſibility of ever 
having another concert, ſhould any other 
place in the houſe be allotted to that purpoſe ; 
reminding her mother that the muſic-room 
had been deſignedly built, and that it would 
be a mark of decided ill taſte, ſhould any 
other uſe ever be made of it. | 

The idea of bad taſte directly ſettled the 

buſineſs 


% 


68 THE EXPEDITION OF 


' buſineſs as to the muſic-room; and Mrs. 
Manners, after a high-flown compliment in 
the very teeth of Cecilia, for the judꝭ cious 
reaſon ſhe had given, propoſed the library, 
with its adjoining apartments: Sapho, with 
ſomething that one might miſtake for ſpirit, 
expreſſed her ſurprize that an idea ſhould en- 
ter their heads of diſturbing the manes of 
ſome hundreds of the venerable dead, for the 
purpoſe of accommodating a chit, forſooth, 
Juſt ſent from the nurſery, She was deter- 
mined, ſhe ſaid, ſhould one leaf of her im- 
mortal favourites be ever removed on ſo trif- 
ling an account, never, as long as ſhe lived, 
to invoke thoſe Muſes who had fo often in- 
ſpired her in the apartments they were about 
to violate, and every nook of which ſhe had 
conſecrated with a ſonnet, a rebus, a cha- 
rade, or an enigma. 
; | Theſe words were ſpoken with ſuch un- 
_ uſual emphaſis, that mama and the other two 
| OY: | ſtared 
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ſtared: at one another, and were loth to an- 
ſwer, for fear of conſequences. 

It Was at laſt agreed upon, that Urania, 
ſhould give up a part of thoſe rooms where 
ſhe had kept her apparatus of natural and ex- 
perimental philoſophy. The facrifice was 
made with no ſmall ſigns of indignation and 
churliſh diſlike, though it was owned by her 
ſiſters that ſhe ſcarce ever viſited the place. 
This however they more particularly urged, 
as they knew their own favourite apartments 
would be thereby ſaved from intruſion. 

One point yet remained to be ſettled, and 
that was a moſt important one; whether 
Miſs Pickle ſhould take the lead of the three 
daughters in getting into the carriage, in pay- 
ing a viſit, and on ſuch like occaſions: for it 
was not as yet thoroughly underſtood how 
much Little Pickle. was in her own power, 
how enormouſly great was the fortune left 
her by her father; and that Mrs. Keen was a 
lady of that turn, who would not ſuffer her 

| E heart's 
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heart's darling to be behind hand with the 
firſt title in the kingdom, either in dreſs, 
equipage, or ſplendor ; ſince, her income was 
ſo ample, and ſhe poſſeſſed a foul fo noble to 
prompt her to a generous and magnificent uſe 
of it. 
Under this miſapprehenſion, they all of 
them claſſed her as their future pupil to their 
ſuperior power and talents; and that, of 
courſe, the pupil ſhould yield to the miſtreſ- 
ſes, little imagining that ſhe had, in the calm 
Tweet hours of a rural retreat, acquired more 
in one day of ſolid learning and of every ele- 
gant accompliſhment, from her fond, modeſt, 
and exalted Mrs. Keen, than they had done 
in the courſe of a life ſacrificed, as it had 
been, to their own weak vanity, and to the 
grimace and ignorance of an ill-bred parent. 
Things being thus far prepared, their cu- 
rioſity was ſuddenly excited from a ſtreet- 
window, where they ſat conſulting, by the 
appearance of two out- riders coming rapidly 
up to their door. 
They 
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They were all four in a turmoil of joy, at 
ſeeing the neighbourhood rouzed to atten- 
tion, when an elegant travelling equipage 
with ſix beautiful bays came immediately after 
them. 

Patrick Proper was flying up ſtairs with 

the news, when Mrs. Manners, with a look 
that almoſt froze him dead, inſtantly thruſt 
him down again to receive the ſtranger; as 
no ſervant in my houſe, ſaid ſhe, ain, 
in his head but you. 
Twas Little Pickle's carriage, which, on 
the door being opened, ſhe lightly ſprung 
from; and taking Mis. Keen's arm was 
ſhewn in by Mr. Pat Proper, who, to his 
great mortification, was ſo out of breath by 
the velocity communicated from his miſtreis's 
arms, that he could not put two words to- 
gether on ſuch an admirable occaſion. 
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C HAP. XVII. 


LITTLE PICKLE'S RECEPTION BY MRS. Max. 
NERS AND DAUGHTERS, WITH SPECIMENS or 
MODERS FEMALE EDUCATION. 


OW great muſt the power of beauty 


and of confcious merit be, when even 
the meaneſt and leaſt reſtrained paſſions of the 
human heart ſhrink from their preſence, how- 
ever prezared Envy may be to leſſen, and In- 
ſolence to encounter, ſuperior excellence. 
Little Pickle, with that bewitching eaſe, 
that nothing but internal tranquillity and fine 
ſenſe can beſtow, moved gracefully forward 
to Mrs. Manners, and curtſeying over her 
hand, faid—You muſt be good enough, Ma- 
dam, to throw the blame of this ſelf-introduc- 
tion to the account of Mr, Jonas Junkett; 
and permit me to give you another opportu- 
nity of ſhewing your goodneſs, by receiving 
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with me into your houſe this lady, (giving 
her Mrs. Keen's hand) who is my other 
ſelf, and more than mother to me. Then 
turning to the daughters, on whoſe counte- 
nances broad aſtoniſhment was over-awed by 
a kind of ſatisfaction which they could not 
ſuppreſs, ſhe, curtſeying, ſaid Ladies, if a 
little country girl can, in any ſhape, add to 
your amuſements, or rather avoid taking 
from them, it will be my conſtant care to de- 
ſerve your good-will and your eſteem. 

Mrs. Manners, with a ſtudied tone of voice 
which ſhe had copied from her father, and 
with all the unnatural pompoſity of unſeaſon- 
able diction, ſaid We never can be ſaid to 
enjoy a pre- conceived pleaſure, without 
having had ſome previous diſtant idea of the 
object: but your preſence, Miſs Winifred 
Pickle, is ſo far from realizing the ideas that 
our fancies had formed of you, that, great as 
they were, they now vaniſh in the ſplendor 


of that excellence we ſee before us, 
E 3 After 
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After the performance of this admirable 
period, elevating her head at leaſt half a foot 
higher from her ſtays than it had been, ſhe 
ſtepped aſide, with a kind of inclination of 
the head to her eldeſt daughter, Cecilia then 
advanced towards Miſs Pickle, and having 
thoroughly moiſtened her lips by way of pre- 
paration, ſaid— 

Madam, fo amiable a lady as you feem to 
be cannot but add to our pleaſures : and if 
you have any penchant for the raptures inſpired 
by melody, I ſhall be able to furniſh you with 
every thing your taſte can wiſh for: the ſim- 
plicity of Aretin, the tenderneſs of Lully, the 
ſcience of Rameau; the ſublime of Handel, 
the ſ:lendors of Scarlatti, the rapidity of Cu- 
ment, and the delicacy of Haydn. 

Way was now made for Sapho, who af- 
fecting a pert amble, her head and neck imi- 
tating the motion of a walking pigeon, re- 
peated, as ſhe came up, 


Sweeter 
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Sweeter than the ſweeteſt gale, 
Blowing from the vi'let vale, 
All hail! 


Faireſt lady, your looks ſpeak you a child 
of the Muſes: it ſhall be my hourly buſineſs 
to make you a favourite of theirs; and if any 
thing, from Heſiod to Bion, from Eunius to 
Lucan, from Marit to Racine, from Taſſs to 
Metaſtaſio, from Vega to Cervantes, from 


Chaucer to Churchill, can excite a wiſh of pe - 


ruſal, you will find in my book repoſitory, 
charmingly gilt and inimitably lettered, the 
very quinteſſence of their godlike remains. 

All this time Little Pickle looked and felt 
as if ſne had been in a trance, and, upon Ura- 
nia's being ſlower than the reſt in addreſſing 
her, was about to ſpeak, when Mrs. Man- 
ners, with a ſtamp of her foot, rather a little 
too maſculine, rouzed the dec p Urania to the 
recollection of her duty; who, ſtarting at the 
| E 4 ſummons, 
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ſummons, as if ſhe had forgot where ſhe was, 
and coming bluntly up, faid— | | 
I fhall be glad, Madam, to ſhew you, if 
ſcience be your delight, the beſt editions of 
Gofernicus, Galilee, Tycha, Brahi, Hart- 
 foeker, Kepler, Caſfini, La Cuille, Flamſteai, 
Newton, La Lande, and to amuſe you with 
my globes, my teleſcopes, my microſcopes, 
my bydraulics, my pneumatics, my hydroſta- 
tics; and, if old Mr. Junkett had not broke 
my glaſſes, I would have ſurprized you with 

a ſhock or two of my electrics, 

She was going on, but was interrupted by 
her mother, who, with a formal huſh, went 
betwixt her and Miſs Pickle, andfaid— 

You may deperd upon it, Miſs Winifred 
Pickle, that nothing ſhall be wanting on all 
our ſides to delight and improve you. You 
have juſt now had a ſmall ſpecimen of the 
mental excellence you may arrive at, ſhould 
memory and judgment favour your exertions: 
beſides, the very firſt faſhions of this magni- 


ficent 
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ficent metropolis are generally copied from 
myſelf and my daughters, and there is not 
one creature of ton, or a creature that a body 
would chuſe to know, but makes it an ho- 
nour not only to invite, but to viſit us. 
Every friend cf myſelf and daughters will, 
for our ſakes, ſtudy to deſerve your eſteem ; and 
in a few days you will forget that there ever 
was ſuch a 1 as Pickle Hall and Liitle 
Skipton. 


—— 


: 


| 
| 
| 
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CHAP. XVIII. ( 


LITTLE PICKLE'S AND MRS. KFEN'S ASTONISH- 
MENT. THEIR REFLECTIONS. 


2 N the earneſt requeſt of Little Pickle 


to be immediately ſhewn to her apart- 
ment, ſhe eagerly withdrew, and hurrying in 
Mrs. Keen with her, ſhut the door, threw 
herſelf upon a ſofa, and burſt out into an im- 
moderate fit of laughter. Were you not ex- 
ceedingly frightened, ſaid ſhe at laſt, my 
dear Keen? Frightened! replied Mrs. 


Keen, who could not help joining in Little 


Pickle's laugh; I ſincerely aſſure you, I be- 
gan to ſuſpect that ſome very ſerious blunder 
had been committed, or that the old man, 
Mr. Junkett, had, for ſome reaſon or other, 
or through ſome deception, ſent us to what 
they call a Private-Houſe ; for, if ever luna- 
cy affected a human being, Mrs. Manners 
3 and 


and her three daughters are undoubtedly 
ſtruck with it. Nay, but Keen, faid Little 
Pickle, holding out both her hands to her, 
and ſtill laughing, do you recollect old friar 
Aretin? Yes, ſaid Mrs. Keen, and the old | 
bard Hefiod: and Copernicus, ſaid Winny; 1 
and Bion, ſaid Mrs. Keen, and hydroftatics, | 
and hydraulics, and pneumatics, and electric, 
and, and, and, then another immoderate fit 
of laughter, till Mrs. Keen recollecting that 
ſo much noiſe might be indiſcreet, conſider- 
ing the pcople they had to deal with, begged 
Little Pickle to give a truce to the joke, and 
ſeriouſly to bethink themſelves how they were 
to behave. My dear Keen, faid Winny, 
one only idea ſtrikes me, and that is, ſince the 
old ideot, God forgive me for ſaying ſo, has 
taken it into his head to play me fo foul a 
trick, as to coup me up with four lunatics, I 
ſhall moſt undoubtedly have my revanche, as 
the French ſay, and that immediately. 


— 
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Any innocent device of yours, my dear, 
ſaid Mrs. Keen, ſhall not only be counte- 
nanced, but forwarded by me; for I never 
knew a roguiſh ſcheme of yours, my Winny, 
that did not turn out to the advantage of 
ſomebody. However, my dear, let us exa- 
mine the behaviour of a few days, and then 
we ſhall act conſiſtently: meanwhile, let 
your woman be ordered up, that you may 
prepare for dinner; for, probably, there 
will be more ceremony on your account 
to-day than you are aware of, 

I will not be there; for, ſaid Little Pickle, 
haſtily, beſide their Junacy, there is a bru- 
tality in their character which I cannot bear, 
] introduced you as myſelf to the old one, and 
neither ſhe,” nor the three mad women with 
her,did ſomuch as exchangean expreſſion with 
you. If I be not even with them, my deareſt 
Keen, my name is not Pickle; and ſo now I 
am at your command, 


CHAP. 
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A CARD OF A CURIOUS NATURE. 


ITHERTO Miſs Pickle had had the 
art of attributing to the fatigue of her 
journey the abſence of Mrs. Keen, and her- 
ſelf, from all their parties and dinners, Cu- 
rioſity at laſt made her accept of one invita- 
tion. 

A ſhort time previous to dinner being on 
table, one of the maids of Mrs. Manners 
brought in Saphi*s compliments to Little 
Pickle, requeſting to be admitted for a few 
minutes. On Winny's ready acquieſcence, 
Sapho appeared, dreſſed out for dinner; her 
head bending beneath a load of feathers, that 
would have been a decent burthen for the 
front horſe of a hearſe; her train longer than 
any two of the Lord Chancellor's on a court- 
day; her neck and ſhoulders loſt in clouds of 
undiftinguiſh- 
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undiſtinguiſhable lace; her hair built out, 
and plaiſtered into innumerable ſtories, 
whereof the altitude excited giddineſs; and 
the whole head beſpattered with jewels of a 
dirty water, as much loſt in the clumſy ſet- 
ting, as her ſhape was (if ſhape there was 
where ſhape was none) in the ſuperabundance 
of her buoyant ſilks, 

After a tireſome apology for diſturbing 
Miſs Pickle, ſhe faid, ſhe called by the de- 
fire of her mama, to acquaint her, as ſhe was 
a ſtranger, with the names of thoſe who did 
her the honour of their company to dinner on 
days allotted. She then put a card of their 
names into Miſs Pickle's hand; and, after re- 
ceiving Winny's thanks, withdrew, to the 
pompous ſound of her own ſilks. Little 
Pickle, giving a light glance at it, threw it 
to Mrs. Keen, ſaying, here, my dear Keen, 
here's a card of a curious complexion : pray 
read it out, 


Protect 
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Protect us! ſaid Mrs, Keen; what com- 


pany have we got here! Come, I ſhall read 
them in order. 


THE CARD OF CEREMONY. 


MRS. MANNERS, 
Miss PICKLE—MRS. COCOA, 
LORD FIN=—SIR JOHN WICK, 
MISS GAN YMEDE=—SAPHO, 
SIR JOSEPH TROUGH—CAPTAIN JUNKETT, 
CECILIA—URANIA, 
MASTER GANYMEDE—LIEUT. GEN. SIR WILLIAM 
CYPHER, KNT. BART. 
MR. FERRET. 


As Mrs. Keen was reading over the above 
names, ſhe ſuddenly ſtarted at that of Jun- 
kett, and induſtriouſly paſted it over, fearing 
leaſt her Winny might have ſome reaſon to 
object meeting ſo accompliſhed a man in 
ſuch very ſtrange and extraordinary company. 
Little Pickle, however, had been before- 
hand with her, and ſhaking her hand at Mrs. 

Keen, 
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Keen, faid—Now, in the name of wonder, 


Keen, tell me what can induce you to omit 
the only name in the card that is worth read- 


ing? Why, for that - very reaſon, my love, 


I did not think it fit company for him, nor 
do I think it at all proper for you. Theſe 
new-fangled names are ſuch as I never have 
heard of; and theſe ſame lords and Jadies, 
lieutenants, knights, baronets, and generals, 
have the moſt unbearable inſolence and impu- 
dence, blackened with the vile ignorance of 
the dirt they ſprung from. However, as you 
have made the engagement, you muſt be with 
them. I only wiſh that this perſon may not 
be Frank Junkett; for your being recognized 
by an old acquaintance in ſuch a party as 
this, would be to me the moſt painful of cir- 
cumſtances. 

It runs in my head, ſaid Little Pickle, that 
I ſhall be amazingly in ſpirits; for there is 


nothing in the world gives me ſuch pleaſure 
as laughing down the ſhadow of a mighty 
name to the recollection of its chriſtened one. 

This 
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This converſation had been going on while 
Winny was preparing for dinner. Her dreſs 
was as much to Mrs. Keen's liking, as to her 
own taſte: ſhe wore a beautiful circaſſian dreſs 
of ethereal muſlin, ſloped off from her ſweet 
ſhape, as if nature had made it a part of her- 
ſelf; a ſlight-green ribbon bound her waiſt; 
a ſmall fanciful chip hat, adorned with the 
ame colour, ſo put on, that inſtead of hiding 
any beauty, it added to it an air of arch, 
though innocent humour, 
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CHAP. XX. 


MODERN NOBILITY. 


FN the entrance of Miſs Pickle into the 

drawing-room, the whole of the party 
had met, and were juſt prayed to dinner; but 
the confuſion that reigned at the door, that 
led to the dining-room, was ſo exquiſitely 
ridiculous, that Little Pickie flipped round 
another way, to the place allotted for her, 
next Mrs. Manners : ſhe there ſtood to have 
a front view of the buſtle. After the en- 
trance of Miſs Ganymede, the contention 
betwixt Sir John Wick and Sir Joſeph 
Trough, on the point of precedence was ſo 
long, and attended with ſo many grimaces, 
ſcrapings, and fulſome compliments, that the 
_ reſt of the party, taking Little Pickle's ex- 
ample, went round by another door. The 


two knights having at laſt- agreed to enter 
I ſide 
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fide by fide at once, the pomp ended, and the 
party was ſeated. 


The dinner had more of ſhew than magnifi- ' 
| cence; and during the firſt quarter cf an 
hour, the ſolemnity and ſtiffneſs of the ſcene 
made Winny think ſhe was in church, Mrs. 
Manners, inſtead of taking from, added to 
the aukwardneſs of her gueſts; for ſhe ſeem- 
ed to glory in their reſpectful filence, and 
ſpoke only in whiſpers when ſhe addreſſed her- 
{elf to Little Pickle, to whom this dull ſplendor 
became at laſt intolerable. My dear Mrs. 
Manners, ſaid ſhe, in a full audible tone, 
there appears to me to be here, in London, 
a thouſand times more gloom than in the 
woods of Y orkſhire. Gloom, Miſs Pickle ! 
faid Cecilia Her name was hardly men- 
tioned, when Captain Junkett, eagerly fixing 
his eyes on Mifs Pickle, took the opportu- 
nity of immediately withdrawing — Yes, 
gloom, ſaid Litt' e Pickle; for, with us, we 
take care to lock up parade in the drawing- 
F 2 room, 
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room, whenever we think of going into the 
dining-room, and never bring any thing thi- 
ther but mirth and feſtivity. Lord bleſs us, 
faid Miſs Ganymede, whoſe liſp was greatly 
affected, you muſt be very noiſy then. Aye, 
aye, ſays Sir Joſeph Trough, noiſe with a 


. _ vengeance. I remember once to have dined 


at a ſquire's in the country; and I vow to gad, 
though I gave the booby of a ſootman ten- 
and- ſixpence, to announce my name as Juſtily 
as he could, the noiſe that the company made 
was ſo great, that I do not think they heard 
one tittle of my title. Why, Sir Joſeph, 
faid Little Fickle, you ſhould have known 
. before-hand, that gentlemen of the country 
do not meet to dine upon title. Yes, but, 
anſwered Sir Joſeph, their noiſe ſhould not 
hinder them from knowing when ſomebody 
coines. Oh, Sir Joſeph, it is very imma- 
terial to them what body comes, ſo that it 
brings a. ſoul with it diſpaſed to be happy. 
But I ſuppoſe, then, Sir Joſeph, you mult 
heve 
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have been loſt among them? Pfaith, Miſs, 
they made no more ado of Sir-ing me without 
my Chriſtian name, than they did of tofling 
over their bumpers of ale: ſo, (turning round 


to Lieutenant- General Sir William Cypher) 
What do you think I did, general? Why, 


faith, I made a good dinner, drank a pro- 
portionable quantity of very excellent wine, 
and then left the brutes to their own cla- 
mours. Right, right, ſaid the lieutenant- 
general, buzzing through his noſe, I ſhould 
have done the ſame thing. What, ſaid Little 
Pickle, facrifice your conſequence to a din- 
ner? I would not, immediately interrupted 
Lord Fin, (with a thick ſputtering utterance) 
I would not ſacrifice one atom of the import- 
ance that my king has honoured me with, 
for all the haunches of veniſon in Great Bri- 


| tain; but if I were to ſee a diſh of good ſtur- 


geon brought up, ſuch as my papa could have 


furniſhed, I do not know but that I ſhould 


have acted as Sir Joſeph did. 
F 2 Sapho 
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Sapho ſtared, Mrs. Manners coloured, and 
wiſhing to draw'the converſation out of Lord 
Fin's mouth, aſked Sir John Wick, what 
fort of a thing the laſt new play had been? 
Why, Madam, ſays he, the author ſent a 
few tickets to Lady Wick, who diſpoſed of 
them to a few of her friends, to whom ſhe 
had been under obligation, ſo that we nei- 
ther of us had the opportunity of ſeeing it: 
for my own part, I ſeldom viſit the houſes; 
for, always having been accuſtomed to wax- 
lights, there is ſomething in their filthy oil 
that goes very much againſt my ſtomach. 
The laſt expreſſion creating a hearty laugh, 
in which Sir John Wick himſelf loudly join- 
ed, Sapho took the opportunity to whiſper 
acroſs the table to her mother, that ſhe was 
much afraid Captain Junkett was not well, 
for ſhe had obſerved him very pale while he 
was going out; ſhe therefore begged of Mrs. 
Manners to allow her to withdraw, and en- 


quire into the cauſe of his departure. 
On 
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On her leaving the room, Mrs. Manners 
whiſpered Miſs Pickle, that ſhe was afraid 
Captain Junkett and his Sapho had had ſome 
little love fracas before dinner : but theſe 
things will happen, added ſhe, and the beſt ( 
way is to letthe young folks alone, and leave 1 
them to themſelves. 

Mifs Winny's looks witneſſed her aſto- ö 
niſhment at the confidence of the ſecret of | | 
Mrs. Manners. She thenceforth longed for | 
the breaking up of this moſt uncomfortable 
dinner; and when it was over, ſhe flew to 4 
Mrs. Keen, to conſult upon a ſubject which i: 
{he could not help being alarmed at. 


| F 4 CHAP, 
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CHAP. XXI, 


A SERIOUS LESSON TO ALL YOUNG LADIES, A 
DISCOVERY IN THE HEART OF OUR LITTLE 
HEROINE, THE WILD WREATH. 


HE moment Little Pickle entered her 
| apartment, ſhe threw herſelf into Mrs 
Keen's arms, and burſt into a flood of tears. 
My deareſt Keen, ſaid ſhe, I am the weakeſt 
of human beings: I thought that my little 
flow of ſpirits would have ſupported me againſt 
the common encounters ; but this inconſiſt- 
ent old man has ſent me to a place, where 1 
foreſee every thing dreary and uncomfort- 
able, through the want of common decency, 
good breeding, good company, and good 
ſenſe: the abominable party I have this 
day been witneſs to, is a melancholy proof 
of it. As you love me, my dear Keen, do 
extricate me from this moſt miſerable of 

| ſituations. 


fituations, Let us bethink ourſelves of ſome 
inſtantaneous way of honourably getting out 
of this houſe, for really, Keen, life is not 

worth having in ſuch company. | 
Mrs. Keen led her to a chair, and placing 
herſelf beſide her, ſhe ſaid My ever deareſt 
child, you know not how your tears aſſail my 
heart. But I have a ſhrewd gueſs that the 
cauſe is not entirely that to which you aſcribe 
it; and, if you will not be diſpleaſed with 
your ever attached Keen, I will open my 
mind to you on a ſubject, which, I think, 
virtuous inexpcrience has hitherto kept ſecret 
from you. My beſt of friends, faid Winny, 
claſping her, talk not of diſpleaſure; com- 
mand me, I will die ſooner than diſobey you, 
Be aſſured then, my ſweeteſt girl, that your 
young heart is ſeriouſly attacked by an infant 
paſſion. You may well remember, my 
Winny, that I have frequently mentioned to 
you, theſe two years back, that I ſhould ne- 
ver with to ſee my deareſt child left any con- 
ſiderable 
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-ſiderable time in the world without a pro- 
tector. One {ſingle year in the vortex of 
faſhion, converts the lovelieſt creature into 
a common topic; and then diffipation, art, 
and artifice, muſt be ſubſtitutes for want of 
novelty. You are, my deareſt girl, as to 
maturity, a phenomenon, both m mind and 
body: the early care my love prompted for 
you, has done nothing but direct the heaven- 
ly propenſities with which loving nature had 
bleſt you. It would now, therefore, my 
love, be unworthy of you to liſten, for one 
moment, to the irrational ſuggeſtions of 
young women of your age. I allude to the 
injudicious, and, I will fay, vulgar opinion, 
that young beauties ſhould enjoy their reign 
before marriage, as men do after it. An 
amiable woman, my Winny, ſo far from en- 
joying any thing when ſingle, is, if known 
to be her own miſtreſs, the moſt expoſed of 
all human beings, to the treacheries of her 
own ſex, and to the inſults of the other; where- 


as, 
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as, if the ſame judgment that guided her 
through an innocent infancy and youth, 


ſhould, immediately on her entrance into the 


world, lead her to a man whoſe virtues would 
ennoble her, whoſe repute would honour her, 
whoſe merit in every ſenſe would render her 
the envy of her ſex; I ſhould look upon it, 
my love, as a crime, if ſhe delayed one mo- 
ment to bleſs that being, with all her fortune, 
with all her virtues, and all her beauty; pro- 
vided, my Winny, ſhe loved, and had rea- 
ſon to think ſhe loved not in vain, 

Sure, ſaid Winny, looking fearfully in her 
face, there muſt have been ſomething very 
remarkable in my conduct, that could now 
draw this awful but heavenly ſecret from you. 
You know, anſwered Mrs. Keen, kifling 
her cheek, that I never yet concealed an 


atom of my ſoul from you: on this occaſion, 


the moſt ſerious perhaps of your life, duty for- 
bids me to be ſilent, Living with you from 
the hour of your birth, in a remote ſhire, far 


from 
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from every human creature, but the turbu+ 
| lent ſet your poor father was ſo fond of, I 
never had the opportunity of ſeeing the man 
whom I could one day intruſt with your 
lovely perſon. I formed in my own mind the 
ſweeteſt hopes of the care of Providence over 
ſuch virtues as yours; and I flattered myſelf 
that that man would be at laſt ſent to you, 
whom Heaven would approve of, and your 
own heart delight in. 

The death of your father gave me much 
uneaſineſs, and your being caſt under the 
guardianſhip of a ſuperannuated man, added 
to that anxiety ; but I ſtill had a hope that the 
man of your heart was yet in ſtore for you, 
J have watched, my Vinny, your every 
look; I have examined every effuſion of your 
candid heart, and I challenge you now, as 
you love me, to pay me the reward J have 
ſo long laboured for; to be as open to me as 
I am now to you, nor ſuffer female weakneſs 


to be a bar to your felicity 


Have you 
forgot 
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forgot the firſt glance you had of Frank 
Junkett? — Oh, my deareſt Mrs. Keen, 
you have unloaded my ſoul. Your manner 
of preparing this awful queſtion, is as god- 
like, as your love and care of a friendleſs or- 
phan, like me, has been generous : and now 
you muſt add forgiveneſs to the reſt of your 
virtues, when I confeſs to you, my dear Mrs. 
Keen, that I had previouſly been acquainted 
with the perſon of Captain Junkett. 

He frequently, about the time that my 
father was on his death-bed, was ſeen riding 
in a forlorn manner through the woods in the 
neighbourhood : whenever I chanced to paſs 
within his ken, for his modeſty ever kept him 
from too near an intruſion, he left me ſuch 
looks, as have never fince quitted me; nor 
could I ever learn (delicacy forbidding to 
approach on his ſide, and honour on mine) 
what or who he was. Once or twice, I was 
almoſt tempted to let a ſervant enquire at the 
inn he frequented, but the meanneſs of the 
act 


— 
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act flew in my face, and I forbore. And the 
firſt gleam of knowledge I was conſcious I 
-ever had of him, was in conſequence of our 
Feeing him at the inn; for you then mention- 
ed that he had been my play-mate; and it 
was not till then that I knew the meaning of 
à paper, which the amiable youth one day 
dropped, as he had induftrioufly croſſed my 
road on my return from a ſtroll through the 
paddock. I had not the fortitude to with- 
ſtand the temptation: as ſoon as he had paſſ- 


| ed the gate of my father's houſe, I cagerly 


ſeized it. I never ſhall forget the dear words; 


and now will T repeat them to my beſt friend, 


with redoubled rapture, fince it is her who 
has given me the cue to them. 


THE WILD WREATH, 


THE purple heath and bell ſo blue 
I pluck'd for thee, my fair; 

The yellow broom I gather'd too, 
A garland for thy hair. 


— 
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On moſſy bank I fat me down 
And twin'd the wreath for thee ; 
The wreath was for thy ringlets brown, 
The pleaſure was for me. 


I bound them with a beechen ſprig, 
The freſheſt of the tree, 
And kiſs'd the little happy twig 
That would be touch'd by thee, 


And when prepar'd, O how I long'd 
To find my little maid : 

In vain a thouſand others throng'd 
To beg the pretty braid. 


I from them flew, and by your gate 
Wou' d ſtand the live-long day, 

Until I heard your little prate, 
And ſaw you come to play. 


Sweet innocence then bade thee place 
My noſegay on thy breaſt, 

And if you ſmil'd but in my face 
My heart was then at reſt. 


Deſpiſe not now, then, lovely maid, 
The heath and bell ſo blue, 

Nor yellow broom that chear'd the glade, 
Such emblems were for you. 


The 
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The purple is a royal bloom, 
The blue is heav*nly pure, 
And rich the golden-glowing broom 
That came from Collin poor. 


For in his heart thou reigneſt queen, 
Thou'rt pure as heav'n above, 

Thou art the richeſt on the green, 
Ah, wou'd it were in love! 


As Mrs, Keen, during the recitation of 
the above lines, had obſerved with what dif- 
ficulty ſweet Little Pickle got through them, 
and how very deep a glow had ſpread itſelf 
over her lovely countenance, ſhe opened her 
arms, into which her baſhful friend ſprung 
for ſhelter. Afrer a pauſe of a few minutes, 
Miſs Pickle perceiving that Mrs. Keen throb- 


bed, raiſed her head, and ſaw the tear ſtand- 


ing in her eye. To prevent any ſuſpicion 


on Miſs Pickle's fide, ſhe, again embracing 
her, aſſured her that nothing but real joy was 
the cauſe of her being thus affected; and that 
ſhe was now ſure, that the darling object of 


her 
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her cares had fixed her heart on a man every 
way worthy of her; adding, that ſhe ſhould 
not henceforth loſe one moment of time in 
bringing matters to bear, and that it ſhould 
be her buſineſs the remaining part of that day 
to pre- concert the meaſures they were to 
take. | 
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CHAP. XXII. 


A LISTENING SCENE: AND AN INVOLUNTARY 
h INVITATION. 


HE buſineſs of the laſt chapter was of 

a nature ſerious enough to forbid atten- 
tion, and impoſe ſilence on any diſcreet per- 
ſon, whom chance might have made a hearer 
or witneſs of the ſcene: but as diſcretion 
made a very ſmall part of the compoſition of 
old Margaret, who had been previouſly in a 
contiguous cloſet, quietly knitting, the ſob of 
her dear miſtreſs threw every other conſide- 
ration, except that of attending to the com- 
plaint, out pf Margaret's head: ſhe therefore 
not only did not withdraw, . but making uſe of 


all the memory ſhe had left, flattered herſelf 


ſhe had not loſt a word of what paſſed be- 
twixt Miſs Pickle and Mrs. Keen. 

If Franky is not a fool, faid ſhe to herſelf, 
when her miſtreſs and Mrs. Keen were gone 


away, 
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away, he may ſoon repay himſelf for his ſnuff- 
box, and be maſter of that hall, where [I 
have often given him a good dinner. Lord blc{; 
us, how things come round! I remember 1 
uſed to ſay to the boy, that I read ſomething 
great in his face; and that once in particular, 
having made him turn my tea cup, I told 
him his fortune, and ſhewed him on the fide 


of the cup a long journey he was to make, 


and how he was to return from foreign parts 
fafe. and found; and I ſhewed him a great 
lady, ſtanding ready to receive him on his 


return. And I remember how glad he was; 


and I think he will be more glad ſtill, when J 
ſhall, by and bye, ſhew him, that ſhe who 
once read his fortune, has been ſpared to 
ſhew him the truth of it. With that, old 
Margaret bleſt her ſtars that ſent her to that 
cloſet; and, without ſaying a word to any 
one, betook herſelf to Patrick Proper's room, 


as ſhe had already picked up an acquaintance 


with him, as the moſt likely perſon to inform 
G 2 her 
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her where Captain Junkett lodged, or where 
ſhe might find him. 

Meanwhile, Frank had been very uneaſy 
in his mind, on the impropriety of ſo ſuddenly 
leaving dinner; and fearing, left this might 
be another reproach againſt him, as Mrs. 
Manners would not fail mentioning it to his 
uncle. In order to keep things as quiet as 
poſſible for awhile, he ſent an apology to 
Mrs. Manners, from the houſe of a brother 
officer, one Captain Downing, where he had 
ſlept. To complete the apology, which he 
had grounded on ill health, he informed Mrs. 
Manners, that he had taken boxes for herſelf 
and daughters, and that Captain Downing 
and himſelf would that evening attend'them 
to ſee their favourite actreſs. 0 
This was the firſt apology that ever poor 
Frank took pains with; for the real reaſon 
that prompted him to ſend one at all, was the 
dread that he might not otherwiſe ſee the be- 
loved of his heart. 

Mrs. 
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Mrs. Manners and daughters were trium- 
phant on the occaſion; and Sapho, with all 
the conſciouſneſs of an adored beauty, flew 
with the conſent of her mama to propoſe to 
Little Pickle, whether ſhe would not chuſe 
to be one of the party? Winny underſtand- 
ing that this had been the firſt time that Cap- 
tain Junkett had offered his company to the 
play, was arch enough to ſce through the 
manceuvre, and anſwered, that ſhe would 
certainly be at the play, but that ſhe had juſt 


received a note of invitation from Sir Wil- 


liam Stanly's, to ſhare their box this even- 
ing, and that this old friend of her father's 
had a few others with him, who would be 


glad to ſee the daughter of their late departed 


friend; for which reaſon, continued Winny, 
I ſhall be at the play, but muſt forego the 


pleaſure of your company, 


Mrs. Manners was extremely mortified, 
by not having the firſt diſplay of the young 
heireſs ; but her daughters made her ſoon for- 

G 3 get 
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get the diſappointment, by the high ſpirits 


they were in, through the unuſual invitation. 
A general new dreſs that had been long laid 
by, for ſome very particular occaſion, was 
then propoſed by Mrs. Manners. Her 
daughters were enraptured with the idea, and 
both Mrs. Keen and Miſs Pickle were con- 
ſulted on the beauty and richneſs of the 
dreſſes: Mrs. Keen, taking her cue from 
Miſs Pickle's eye, propoſed ſome additions 
in aſtile the moſt outrẽ and extravagant; and 
Little Pickle compleated the caricature, by 
an elaborate deſcription of the manner in 
which ſhe conceived their. hair ſhould be 
dreſſed. | wc 

As all this was tranſacted with the utmoſt 
apparent ſincerity, Mrs. Manners was charm- 
ed with their attention: and neither ſhe nor 
her daughters were one jot behind-hand with 
the deſcription. The only thing that diſ- 
treſſed Little Pickle was, leſt poor Frank might 


ſhare 
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ſhare in the ridicule : this, however, could 
not be helped; and the ladies withdrawing 
to the immediate execution of the buſineſs, 
Little Pickle retired to her dreſſing- room, 
to prepare for Lady Stanly's calling on 
her, 


108 THE EXPEDITION OF 


CHAP. XXXIIL 


THE COMMENCEMENT OF A PLOT; ANDA WORD 
OR TWO ON THE PLAY-HOUSES. 


HILE Mrs. Keen was aſſiſting Little 
Pickle for the evening, ſhe was ſud- 
denly addreſſed by her to the following pur- 
poſe: 
My dear Keen, I have embarked in a plot, 
which I am half afraid of mentioning, even 
to you: I ſhall, however, bear a ſhort mo- 
ment's anger, provided you at laſt agree to it. 
I have this day availed myſelf of an oppor- 
tunity, when you were all buſy, to ſend my 
maid Jenny, who (having been ence before 
in London) knows her way through it, to 
ſome of the neighbouring ſtreets, in order to 
procure a neat ready-furniſhed houſe, 
My deareſt Winny, faid Mrs. Keen, quite 
ſurprized, don't be raſh; as we muſt ſoon 
leave 
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leave Mrs. Manners, let it be done with cau- 
tion.——Pſha ! faid Winny, laughing, your 


head is not half ſo long as I thought it. Hear 


me out: the girl came back in leſs than a 
quarter of an hour, with news, that ſhe had 
taken an elegant and pleaſant houſe in Man- 
chefter Street; and it is my wiſh, Keen, that 


you go thither to-night, as you do not intend 


going to the play, and ſee that the beds be 
aired, and every other thing ready againſt 
to-morrow, when I expect to meet you there 
at a very early hour, 

Lord bleſs me, Winny, t6 what end is all 
this? I'll tell you, faid Little Pickle, pulling 
Mrs. Keen cloſer to her to the end of all 


young girls—to get a huſband. You are 


really now, my Winny, out of my depth. 
Why then I'll come aſhore to you; I mean 
to give Mrs. Manners room to think, that 
Lady Stanly has invited us for a few days to 
her houſe ; inſtead of which, you, I, and my 
maid Jenny, will take a trip to our new lodg- 

ings, 
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ings, where I will to-morrow morning let 
you into a little more light on the ſubject; 
till then, do not ſay a word againſt my re- 
queſt, for I know it to be a ſcheme in which 
you will delight. Meanwhile, let us haſten 
to my toilet. TER | 

I think I ſee, (for I can remember Lady 
Stanly's perſon) I think I ſee her pretty little 
form figetting in her vis-a-vis, and calling 
me very lazy. How would ſhe be agitated, 
ſhould ſhe loſe her favourite ſcene ! for I 
have heard my father ſay, that ſhe ſeldom or 
ever, when in town, miſſes one night. As 
for my part, I have a ſtrong preſumption, in 
fpite of what you have told me about the 


London theatres, that I ſhall receive leſs 


amuſement from them, than from the Skipton 
ſtrollers. I hope nobody is within ear-ſhot, 
replied Mrs. Keen; or you will get the 
reputation of a horrid creature. I don't 
care; but I muſt tell you what idea I have 
formed of your actors and theatres. In the 

a flirſt 
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firſt place, I expect to be uſhered in through 
a crowd of prim, ſtiff beings, ready almoſt 
to box or pull caps for the moſt conſpicuous 
hole inthe bee-hive; then, when I have buſtled 
through the crowd, I ſhall get into a nook, out 
of breath, and out of humour; a furnace of in- 
clement light robs me of the power of ſeeing, 
clouds of inſalubrious fumes blacken thoſe 
teeth which had been newly prepared for 
ſmiles and conqueſts, while a hundred tatter- 
demalions are ſtaring me out of countenance 
from the pit, gnawing their oranges in deſi- 
ance of my indignation. Then commences 
the hideous uproar of parchment-thumpers, 
gut-ſcrapers, wire-jinglers, whiſtle-blowers, 
and all the dull cohue of jarring ignorance, 
Who then ſtalks forth, but the mighty Mr. 
Kemble! I proteſt, my dear Keen, I have 
heard ſo much of this actor, that if he be nat 


eight feet high, at leaſt, I ſhall loſe the opi- 


nion I have formed from fame, both of his 
voice and action. | 
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Fancy, again, paints Mrs. Siddons to me 
of the ſame dimenſion in breadth, as her bro- 
ther in heighth. I cannot otherwiſe form 
any conception of theſe great creatures, but 
by borrowing a thought from Homer's Nep- 


tune— 


Three ample ſtrides the mighty hero takes, 
And at the fourth the very fair-caſe ſhakes. 


Little Pickle had ſcarcely uttered the laſt 
line, when a meſſage from Lady Stanly excuſed 
her not getting out of her carriage, on account 
of a cold, and beg Miſs Pickle's company 
as ſoon as ſhe could poſſibly give it. Miſs 
Pickle, who was now ready, in all the ele- 
gant delicacy of virgin white, told the ſer- 
yant that ſhe herſelf ſhould be the bearer of 
her own anſwer. Upon this, ſhe flew down 
with the rapidity of a lapwing, and ere the 
man had time to order the carriage cloſe to 
the door, Little Pickle was ſtanding at the 


kde of it, addreſſing Lady Stanly thus 
I | Here 
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Here have I been ſhivering theſe twenty mi- 
nutes, and no Lady Stanly to ſhelter me. 
Lady Stanly, ſtruck with the blaze of beau- 
ty which ſhe faw iſſuing from the hall, and 
being previouſly well acquainted with her 
lively character, anſwered—You arch rogue, 
what makes you in the ſtreets at this time 
o'night? Come in, come in, you lovely 
byou, and let me ſcold you, Little Pickle 
ſprung in, and the carriage was ordered to 
the Hay-market, 
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CHAP. XXIV. 


THE PLOT CONTINUED. 


ADY Stanly was in raptures with Lit- 

tle Pickle, whom ſhe had not for ſome 
years ſeen, the whole way to the play-houſe : 
but when Winny gave her the account of 
the appearance that the Miſs Manners' were 
that evening to make, with the deſcription 
of their characters as well as their dreſſes, 
(for Lady Stanly knew nothing of them but 


by hearſay) the expeCtation of ſuch a ludi- 


crous treat kept them in the higheſt ſpirits, 
till Sir William 125 had placed them in 
their box. 

Meanwhile, Mrs. Keen had arrived at the 
houſe in Mancheſter Street, and being ſhewn 
through the apartments by Jenny, was ex- 
tremely pleaſed with every thing in them, and 
with the preparations that Jenny had been 
making: 


T 
| 
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making: but, ſaid ſhe, to what purpoſe is all 
this, Jenny? I do not know, Madam, an- 
ſwered Jenny: the orders of my miſtreſs 
were, that I ſhould come hither and wait 
your arrival, and deliver this note to you the 
moment you came. 

Mrs. Keen, with all the eagerneſs of ſu- 
ſpended curioſity, haſtily broke open the 
note, and read to herſelf the following di- 
rections : 

« You know, my dear Keen, you diſlike 
delays; and as, in our laſt ſerious tete-a-tete, 
you gave me bluntly to underſtand, that it 
was the wiſh of your heart that I ſhould 
be ſoon, nay immediately, ſettled in life: I 
now as bluntly communicate to you, the 
means of fulfilling this wiſh of. yours. Take 
the outlines of the ſcheme in two or three 
words: when we are together, I ſhall give 
you the reaſons, demonſtrations, and every 
thing elſe belonging to it. 

« In 
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In the firſt place, you muſt, during a 
few days, paſs for the landlady of the new 
habitation, 

In the ſecond place, * muſt paſs 
for your niece. 

In the third place, I muſt be looked up- 
on as your daughter. 

In the fourth place, it muſt be ſaid we 
are gone on a viſit, en famille, to Lady 
Stanly's. 

« In the fifth place, old Madge has ſome 
how found out, and told me, that Lieute- 
nant Junkett is without lodgings : it muſt 
therefore be Jenny's buſineſs to ſet apart a 
couple of rooms for him. 

« In the ſixth place, you, my dear Keen, 
muſt aſſume a kind of match-making cha- 
rater, and write to old Jonas, that you have 
the honour of his nephew for a lodger; and 
that it is a thouſand pities he viſits the houſe 
of a Mrs. Manners, as he thereby ſtands very 
much in his own light; for that a young 

heireſs, 
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heireſs, in poſſeſſion of many and noble eſtates, 
has fallen deeply in love with him ; and were 
it not for his attachment to Miſs Sapho Man- 
ners, ſhe would inſtantly give her hand, her 
heart, and her fortune to his nephew, pro- 
vided he can obtain his conſent. Inform him 
alſo, that his nephew neither does, nor ſhall, 
know any thing of the buſineſs until you 
have ſeen Mr. Jonas Junkett, at your houſe 
in Mancheſter Street. ; 

« In the ſeventh and laſt place, Jenny ſhall 
be the only acting character, while you and 
I will operate as occaſion ſuits: and obſerve 


&« tel oft notre plaiſir.“ 


As ſoon as Mrs. Keen had read the 
note, ſhe, folding it up, ſaid to Jenny—V ery 
well, girl; we ſhall be here with you early 


to-morrow: and in the mean time—let me 


tee 


O, I have it; ſhould any body call 


H during 
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during our abſence, to enquire after the lady 
of the houſe, let them know that her name is 
Mrs. Landan, and that ſhe lets a part of her 
houſe out to one or two faſhionable lodgers. 
But ſtep in hither with me; for, before I re- 
turn to Mrs. Manners', I muſt impart ſome 
things which it will be neceſlary for you to 
know. 
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CHAP. XXV, 


OLD MARGARET'S SOLILOQUY, AND HER JOUR= 
NET TO THE CAPTAIN $ RESIDENCE. | 


ITTLE Pickle was now enjoying the 

new ſcene of a London play-houſe: 
Mrs. Keen was preparing with Jenny againſt 
whatever adventure might happen: poor 
Frank was dragging Captain Downing to ſa- 
<rifce a pleaſurable evening to the three oppo- 
fites of the Graces: Jonas Junkett was very 
buſy in the countrPabout his keys, his trunks, 
and his parchments: while old Peggy v was 
holding this ſoliloquy:— 

He is a very ſenſible fort of a lad, this ſame 
Mr. Proper. It is a pity we folks of the 
country cannot underſtand him. When 1 
aſked him about Franky's lodging, he was 
Very civil, to be ſure; but there was not a 
ſingle word of what he ſaid that I could make 
H 2 | any 
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any thing of, I told him ſo; and therefore 
would thank him kindly, if he would bid 
ſomebody elſe anſwer my queſtion. He then 

| ſeemed not to underſtand me: ſo having at 
laſt bethought myſelf of my cordial bottle, I 
told him I would be very willing to draw 
the cork for the perſon who could ſhew 
me the houſe. No, no, Mrs. Margaret, ſaid 
he, in a very proper manner, after a mouth- 
ful or two, I am not to be bribed or corrupt- 
ed; but if you will put your finger on your 
lips, I will tell you a ſecret; it is as much as 
my place is worth to ſpeak without adhering to 
my miſtreſs's manner; but as you are a diſcreet 
perſon, I do not care if I do lower the co- 
lours of my expreſſion. - 4 did not much un- 
derſtand, continued Madge, this laſt part of 
h's anſwer; but a drop or two more made 
him ſpeak as clear as myſelf, He told me, as 
how he would lead me to the very door of 
Captain Downing, and that-there I ſhould 
meet with Captain Junkett, for that he ge- 
nerally 
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nerally ſlept there while he was in town, un- 
til he had provided himſelf with lodgings. 
As old Peggy knew nothing of the ſtreets 
of London, ſue very readily accepted of Pat's 
offer; and, led by him, was at left brought 
to No. —, Hertford Street, May Fair. 

Patrick, in conſequence of his having put 
Peggy's bottle too often to his mouth on the 
way, forgot himſelf fo far, that he rattled a 
tremendous knock, a-/a- Mrs. Manners, on 
Captain Downing's door. At the quick ap- 
pearance of a couple of ſervants, Patrick, who 
ſtood till it was opened, made a low bow, 
and withdrew. The ſplendid appearance of 
an unaccuſtomed livery withdrawing, ſecured 
an immediate introduction for old Peg, who, 
upon her deſiring to ſee Captain Junkett, was 
told that their maſter and he were gone to the 
play; but that if ſhe would ſtep to Captain 
Junkett's apartment, ſhe might ſoon ſee him, 
as he generally returned home before the 
play was half over. While one of the foot- 

8 men 
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men was thus ſpeaking to her, the reſt of the 
ſervants, who had been beckoned by the 
| other, came crowding to the head of the 
kitchen ſtairs, to have a fight of Captain 
Junkett's new acquaintance. = 

Her form was of that venerable caft, that ta- 
peſtry gives us of our great great grandmothers. 
She leaned over an ebony ſtick, which had 
been a family-piece in Pickle Hall, ever 
fince the days of Elizabeth; a cloak, that 
had, ſome eighty years paſt, been made out 
of the tail of Sheriff Pickle's ſilk gown, a 
tabby from the wardrobe of Dick Pickle's 
grandmother ;. an enormous fet of pinners, 
made of the yellow lace which had lain in 
Pickle Hall chapel ever ſince the reformation z 
and a tiny bonnet, the edge of which juſt cir- 
cumſcribed the long oval of her face, to keep 
a few filver hairs back, and cover her ſhoul- 
ders with its wide cape of purple velvet; was 
the dreſs in which Margaret appeared to 
them, and without which ſhe ſeldom choſe 
to appear any where. 
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Old Peg had, however, more hale ſtrength 
about her, perhaps, than the whole ſet of 
puny mortals who were grinning at her fi- 
gure; and ſtepping nimbly up ſtairs after the 
footman, was ſhewn into Frank's room, 
where, placing herſelf comfortably down on 
an eaſy chair, ſhe amuſed herſelf with her 
ſnuff- box, and kept her eyes open, till the 
irkſomeneſs of expectation, and the lateneſs 
of the night, threw her into one of thoſe deep 
ſleeps, from which it was no eaſy matter to 
awaken her. 
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CHAP. XXVI. 


LIEUTENANT JUNKETT'S FIRST INTRODUCTION 
TO MISS PICKLE. 


12 Stanly and her party had been at 

leaſt three quarters of an hour in the 
houſe, and the beſt part of the play had been 
over, when the box - keeper with a loud voice, 
in the very middle of one of the fineſt 
ſpecches, bellowed out Mrs. Manners's box, 
Mrs. Manners's box. The gentlemen in Little 
Pickle's party having been ſecretly apprized by 
Lady Stanly of the characters of the three won- 
derful creatures that were to appear in the 
oppoſite box, were on tiptoe to have a ſight of 
them. 


On the coming forward of the three daugh- 
ters to the front ſeat of their box, with Mrs. 
Manners at their back, the pit began buz- 
zing, and a pretty free titter took place from 
gallery to gallery. Nothing in nature, or 

out 
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out of nature, can be painted ſo extravagantly 
ridiculous, not only in point of dreſs, but of 
attitude and gravity of affectation. The hum 
that went through the houſe, and which was 
loud enough to hinder the actor from being 
diſtinctly heard, was ſo far from from diſtreſſ- 


ing them, that they conhdently aſcribed it to 


the extraordinary magnificence of their ap- 
pearance. 

Captain Downing flunk into the ſhade of 
one of the pillars, and poor young Junkett 
into the obſcurity of the other, behind them; 
and whenever any one of the Graces, or the 
mother of the Graces, heard a real good 
thing that created applauſe, they turned 
round to Frank, and, loud enough to be heard 
by all the boxes, would petulantly fay to him 
Is not that vile ſtuff, Captain Junkett ? 
And as the Captain endeavoured to give 
them an anſwer, while he aukwardly ſcreened 
Hiraſelf behind their formidable head-drefſles, 
the giggle that prevailed in every box that 

obſerved 
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obſerved them, was conſtrued by the Graces 
and their mother into marked ſigns of uni- 
verſal admiration. | 

The group of real people of faſhion which 
had been long crowding into Little Pickle's 
box, to get a fight of Lady Stanly's Bj, as 
ſhe called her, drew ſo effectually the eyes 


and the envy of Mrs. Manners and her daugh- 


ters, who laboured at many aukward but in- 
effectual nods and bows to catch Miſs Pickle's 
eye, and be acknowledged, in the face of the 
houſe, from Lady Stanly's box. 

Sir William at laſt, on his being whiſpered 
by Lady Stanly, flipped round to the door of 
the box of Mrs, Manners, and taking youug 
Junkett by the fleeve, told him that Lady 
Stanly wiſhed to ſpeak to him: on bending 
down, and lightly mentioning this circum- 
ſtance to Mrs. Manners, he immediately fol- 
lowed Sir William. 

Never did the vanity of Mrs. Manners and 
daughters receive a more ſevere ſhock, par- 

ticularly 
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ticularly as Miſs Pickle, ſince they came in, 
had never once taken any notice of them. 


But what muſt have been Sapho's ſituation, 1 
on her ſeeing her captain beckoned in, and WW 


made room for by Lady Stanly, betwixt her- 1 
ſelf and Little Pickle How could you, | 
Junkett, ſaid Lady Stanly, ſweetly jeering 31 
him, ſtand ſo long behind thoſe pagodas of Fi 


yours, without ever once coming to aſk me 1 
how I did? Befides, you know not to i 
whom J have got to introduce you. Here is 
a country-woman of yours, man: could not 
you diſcern that ſooner, by her countenance, 
from behind your poſt, where Mrs. Manners 
had placed you like a great coat on a peg ? 

| Your ladyſhip is always condeſcendingly 
kind, replied Frank ; but to introduce me to 
my country-woman, is an act, for which I 
know not how to repay your ladyſhip. Then 
turning to Miſs Pickle — Madam, ſaid he, I 
have not, till now, had an opportunity of aſk- 
ing pardon for my very abrupt departure 
| | from 


2 — —————— 
20 w 
r 
2 a 1 * 
£27 - 


128 TRE EXPEDITION OF 


from a table, where I was honoured with the 


neareſt fight I had ever had of the lovelieſt of 


beings. That was not a very decided mark, 
replied Miſs Pickle, with a fprightly air, that 
you thought ſo. I thought it ſo much, Ma- 
dam, faid Frank, that had not my thoughts 
been wholly fixed on her, I ſhould not now 


have need to make any apology to the Jady of 


the houſe for my withdrawing. O, Sir, ſaid 
Miſs Pickle, with a ſmile of ineffable good- 
neſs, half an hour of your time ſent in the 
oppoſite box, is ample atonement, Lady 
Stanly hearing this laſt ſentence, laughed; 
and, looking archly in the captain's face, ſaid 
—Captain, captain, you do not know what 
ſcrape you may get into, ſhould you ſuffer 


the converſation to proceed. Apropos, faid 


Miſs Fickle, interrupting her, now that I 
have this opportunity, I muſt beg Captain 
Junkett to inform me when he expects his 
uncle in town, Madam, faid Frank, I am 
ſeldom honoured with his commands; but J 

underſtand 
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underſtand, from Mrs. Manners, that he is 
juſt now extremely taken up with the con- 
cerns of your affairs, and that ſhe has no 
great hopes of ſeeing any more of him for a 
conſiderable time, Then, ſaid Lady Stanly, 
how long, captain, do you give us your com- 
pany? Why, if I was my own maſter, Ma- 
dam, replied Frank, I ſhould not »w be in 
a hurry to leave London: but I think I ſhall 
be able to ſtay about a fortnight longer, I 
have known you ſtay upwards of a month or 
two in town, replied Lady Stanly. Yes, 
Madam, ſaid he, but on thoſe occaſions I am 
no where; being obliged by my old uncle to 
limit my viſits and my ſtay to one only houſe, 
and to a certain term. What, ſaid Winny, 
do you then imagine yourſelf no where 
Aye, ſaid Lady Stanly, taking up Miſs Pic- 
kle's thought; no where, behind that con- 
ſtellation on which the eyes of every one in 


the houſe are fixed! Ah, Madam, ſaid 


Frank to Lady Stanly, that place may be 
I very 
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very properly ſaid to be no where, if the heart 
be not there, Meanwhile, ladies, if I do not 
keep my ſtation. over the way, I ſhall be 
marked down in colours that you have never 
ſeen, and old nunky will be told ſuch a ſtory 
in the next letter, that the leſs he underſtands 
it, the longer ſhall I have to wait for his al- 
lowance: ſo, added he, turning round to 


Lady Stanly, and whiſpering loud enough to : 
be heard by Miſs Pickle, with a heart full of p 
gratitude for an introduction, ſuch as my 5 
heart could approve of, of many a year's wiſh, ; 
1 humbly take my leave. 3 
] 
1 
1 
: 
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CHAP. XXVII. 


LIEUTENANT JUNKETT'S cHARAcTER. 


JN Frank's withdrawing, with that 

elegance peculiar to him alone, Sir 
William Stanly ſtepped into his place, fay- 
ing—An old-faſhioned huſband is a poor ſub- 
ſtitute for ſuch a handſome young fellow; but 
as I want to ſay a word or two to your little 
bijou, Lady Stanly, you muſt put up for a mi- 
nute or two with the intruſion, Come, faid 
Lady Stanly, you muſt take care what you 
fay, Miſs Pickle; Sir William is a fly old 
Togue; he wants to introduce ſome of his 
little lords to you; but I fancy I have been 
before-hand with him. Upon my word, 
Lady Stanly, you are exceedingly out, for I 
was juſt going to req eat ſome of the hand- 
ſomeſt things I ever heard in my life, in fa- 
vour of the gentleman who has juſt now left 
yo. n 
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you. General Grantley, who ſits at the 


back of our box, ſays, that he has long been 
acquainted with Lieutenant Junkett, and that 
he never knew a more accompliſhed youth in 
his life ; for that, leaving his figure out of the 
queſtion, (which, for ſymmetry and ſhape, 
ſurpaſſed any thing he had ever ſeen in his 
majeſty's army) his mind was a repoſitory 
of every art and ſcience that becomes a gen- 
tleman : he dances with that kind of graceful- 
neſs, which nothing but dignity can impart ; 
he performs with eaſe on ſome of the moſt 
harmonious inftruments, but never offers to 
perform without being invited; he is the beſt 
ſwordſman in the whole corps, but he is fo 
humane and ſo eſteemed, that he never once 
gave or received an inſult ; his bravery has 
been known and tried in the moſt perilous 
encounters, ſince his very infancy ; he is poſ- 
ſeſſed of moſt of the polite European lan- 
guages; and is as amiable in the more lowly 
| ſcencs 
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ſcenes of life, when employed in them, as 
he is reſpected in the higheſt. 

His leading mental qualifications are ſin- 
cerity and liberality, His want of intereſt, 
and, in ſome meaſure, his youth, have hi- 
therto been bars to preferment : but even in. 
the character of Lieutenant Junkett he has 
only to ſhew that intereſting countenance of 
his, and fine full eye, to command more 
eſteem than badges and honours can impart. 

He has been much harraſſed with the im- 
portunities of many ladies, ſome of very high 
rank and fortune, and many of great beauty 
but, with the politeneſs of a man of ſenſe, he 
has given offence to none; while every fair 
one eaſily ſ-es, that his heart will never be 
given to any woman who does not reſemble 
her whom he has ſo well painted in the many 
harmonious lines he has devoted to her praiſe ; 
for he writes with all the chaſteneſs of Pope, 
and the ſenſibility of Shenſtone : and he often 


aſſures his intimate friends, that Love taught 
I him 
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him to liſp in numbers from his infancy, and 
that the very idea of the object that firſt in- 
ſpired him, ſhall be his only miſtreſs till 
death, 


I have often heard, ſaid Lady Stanly, this 


great character given him; but, I think, 
from what we know of him, that it may 
be told in a few words — he dignifies the 
ſofter virtues of our ſex, by the manly quali- 
fications of his own. | 

It gives me the ſpleen, faid Sir William, 
to ſee him with that white-waſhed group over 
the way : but it is the humour of the old Jew 
his uncle, and poor Frank muſt fall in with 
his humour, elſe not one penny of his- im- 
menſe fortune will he ever be poſſeſſed of. 
Ts it true, faid Lady Stanly, that the horrid 
creature, who fits in the middle, ſhe they call 


Sapho, can have the moſt diſtant pretence to 


his love? I aſſure you, replies Sir William, 
the old man with the old duenna, have fo ar- 
ranged matters between themſelves, that their 

courtſhig 
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courtſhip is ſuppoſed to be advancing very 
rapidly, Frank, meanwhile, with the cau- 
tion of a man who knows the world, keeps 
the whole party in play, and only waits for 
the happy opportunity of gratifying his own 
feelings. 

By this time Mrs. Manners thought fit to 
have herſelf and daughters called, as ſhe 
always thought it a crime in the teeth of fa- 
ſhion to ſtay one half hour in the play-houſe; 
ſo Frank, kiſſing his hand to Lady Stanly's 
party, and receiving a moſt graceful return 
from Miſs Pickle in particular, withdrew for 
the evening with a ſet he abhorred. 

Lady Stanly inſiſted on Miſs Pickle's ac- 
companying her home, which offer, for pur- 
poſes of her own, ſhe readily accepted, after 
having ſent her ſervant to inform Mrs. Man- 
ners of her ſtaying with Lady Stanly: 
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CHAP. XXVIII. 


THE REFLECTIONS OF DISAPPOINTMENT, 


AFTER Captain Downing had ſeen 

Mrs. Manners and her daughters ſafe 
into their carriage, he begged Captain Jun- 
kett would apologize for the neceſſity he was 
under of going for Mrs. Downing, who had 
paſſed that evening at a friend's, 

The carriage no ſooner rolled off, but poor 
Funkett was attacked from all quarters. Mrs. 
Manners faid, ſhe never in her life ſaw 
the captain more I Penſer:ſo, than he had 
been the whole of the evening. Cecilia told 
him, that though he could play well in a ſharp 
key, when he pleaſed, yet had he entertained 
them that evening with nothing but flats. O, 
no, interrupted Sapho, he was compoſing a 
madrigal to his miſtreſs's eye-brow. As 
Vrania did not ſeem inclined to banter him 

on 
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on her ſide, Mrs. Manners ſharply called 
out to her - V ou profound creature, why don't 
you let the captain know your opinion of his 
behaviour? Why, mama, I did not much 
mind the captain's behaviour ; but, if I muſt 
ſay any thing, perhaps he was calculating the 
conjunction of Venus and Mars. Mark me 
down (ſaid Captain Junkett, haſtily) that 
ſentence: you are, Urania, the beſt aftrolo- 
ger that ever read my thoughts. O dear, 
Sir, ſaid Sapho, you will not find your pardon 
in that conceited compliment to me. Ma- 
dam, ſaid Frank, I never compliment the 
fair - one under whoſe diſpleaſure I labour; but 
let us change the ſubject. Do you expect 
your little 672%, as Lady Stanly calls her, to 
ſupper? Upon my word, faid Mrs. Man- 
ners, the oblivious manner in which ſhe 
averted and avoided our ſpecific recognitions, 
was what my Graces and myſelf have not 
been in the habit of putting up with. And 
her baronets and ladies, forſooth! ſaid Cecilia, 

I 3 ſneering. 
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ſneering. The very firſt concert.I pive, 
mama, ſhe ſhall not be apprized of any thing 
reſpeCting it; and if ſhe ſhould expreſs her won- 
der, I will turn round to our own faſhion- 
ables, and continue chatting as if I had not 
ſeen her. Pſha ! ſaid Sapho, the creature is 
but an infant: I dare fay ſhe has brought up 
a ſet of bibs and frocks with her. She will 
not be proper company for us theſe ten years: 
but while mama chuſes to indulge her with a 
part of our houſe, the captain and ſhe will be 
playmates; and while our more toniſh avo- 
cations are going on, he and ſhe may play at 
ſhuttlecock together, or he may give her a 
ride on Urania's Barbary rocking-horſe. 
With this, Scorn drew up her lip almoſt in 
contact with her noſe, which, by the bye, 
was at a very unfriendly diſtance from it; 
and while ſhe fixed her vacant eye, in the 
aboye poſition, on the captain, the other two 
Graces and their paragon of a mother broke 
forth into ſuch a boiſterous laugh, that their 

coach- 
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eoachman immediately ſtopped. While their 

fit continued, Captain Junkett let down the 
window, and enquired if they were near 
home? Yes, your honour, was the anſwer, 
'we are juſt at the turning. Then let me out, 
replied Captain Junkett; and addreſſing the 
ladies—you are now ſafe, and as it is rather 
late, I will defer ſupping with you to a future 
opportunity : mean time, I have the honour 
of wiſhing you all a good night, and am much 
gratified by your accepting my protection to 
the play. 

The door of the coach was now opened, 
and Frank, with his hat in his hand, was in 
the attitude of ſtooping to ſtep out, when 
Sapho wildly ſtretching out both her hands 
to catch the ſkirt of his coat, her indignant 
mother applied on her knuckles ſo ſmart a 
rap with the butt- end of her fan, that inſtead 
of ſeizing her captain, ſhe rapidly drew her 
hand to her mouth, and was only hindered 
from returning it by her eldeſt ſiſter. The 

I 4 ca tain 
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captain was gone: Urania took Sapho's part, 
Cecilia that of her mother ; and as there was 
no perſon now preſent, a ſquabble and braw), 
of the moſt ludicrous nature, took place, in 
which not one refinement of diction was re- 
membered, but heartily ſacrificed to the more 
expreſſive dialect of the late bricklayer. 

I leave them to finiſh or continue their bat- 
tering in their own manſion, while I haſten 
to a much more pleaſant ſubject. 


CHAP. 
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C HAP. XXIX. 


A NEW WAY OF COMPLIMENTING, AT THE EX+- 
PENCE OF ONE'S FEELINGS; FOLLOWED BY A 
PIECE OF GOOD NEWS. 


HEN Captain Downing had returned 
home with his lady, her maid, who 
was attending her in the parlour, could 
not by any means conceal a riſing laugh, 
that every moment ſhewed itſelf on her 


face. Captain Downing, who the firſt ob- 


ſerved her, ſaid Has your ſweetheart been 
playing you ſome ridiculous trick, Molly ? 
What has happened? As ſhe ſtill kept ſmo- 
thering a laugh Come, come, Molly, let 
us ſhare in your joke, ſaid Mrs. Downing. 
Indeed, Madam, replied Molly, both you 
and my maſter, I dare fay, will enjoy it; there 
is a lady of Captain Junkett's acquaintance, 
who has been in his apartment almoſt three 

hours, 
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hours, and will not go away till ſhe ſees him, 
A lady, at this time of night! faid Mrs. 
Downing. I wiſh you would ſtep up, my 
dear, and ſee what the lady wants. O, Ma- 
dam, faid Molly, you need not heſitate going 
with my maſter, for the is as faſt aſleep as a 
church. Aſleep ! exclaimed Capt. Downing. 
Yes, Sir, ſaid Molly: your footman has 
been ſeveral times up, that no accident 
might happen, but ſhe never once woke. 
By this time both their curioſities were 
greatly raiſed, and Molly lighting the way, 
they went up to ſee her. On the door 


being opened, whom ſhould they ſee but old 


Margaret, dreſſed in the ludicrous garb before 
mentioned; her head reclining, at leaſt, half a 
foot over the left arm of an eaſy-chair; her two 
feet perched upon a leſſer one, her ſnuff- box ly- 
ing open on the table, and the candle ſo placed, 
that the light falling on her ſide- face, exhi- 
bited to the utmoſt advantage one of the 

| moſt 
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moſt hoary and ancient dames that a pictured 
gallery could repreſent. | E 

Her fleep ſeemed to be ſo ſound, by the 
compoſure of her ſituation, and by the 
ſtrength of her breathing, that Mrs. Down- 
ing, taking the captain by the arm, ſaid 
Do not let us diſturb her, Downing, for 
Heaven's ſake : we ſhall have a moſt admira- 
ble ſcene with Frank, Molly, run down 

ſtairs, and inform your fellow-ſervants, that 
on the arrival of Captain Junkett, no ſoul 
may utter a word about the lady; and that if 
he ſhould offer to go firſt to his apartments, 
to tell him that I have ſomething very parti- 
cular to mention to him, and ſhould be glad 
to ſee him before he goes up ſtairs, 

They had ſcarce re-ſeated themſelves in the 
parlour, when Captain Junkett's rat-tat was 
heard. As Mrs. Downing would not have 
loſt her joke for the world, and was apprehen- 
ſive that ſome blunder might be committed at 
the door by the ſervant's tittering ignorance, 

on 
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on hearing it open, ſhe called out—ls that 
Captain Junkett? On his replying to her in 
the affirmative—O, ſays Mrs, Downing, 
come hither, Junkett. When he had laid 
down his hat and cane—— Well, ſaid he, my 
dear lady, what is the news? After putting 
that queſtion, he ſt down: but he began to 
be a little uneaſy at receiving no anſwer. 
Mrs. Downing held her head half afide, and 
looked as if vexed. Captain Downing, with 
the inimitable ſang froid of a long viſage, gave 
2 dry look at Frank, then at the fire; then 
at Frank, and twiſted his lip round, as if in 
the act of rumination. 

Heigh-ho ! ſaid Frank, with a ſtrong ac- 
cent, were I a Roman, I would mark down 
this day with coal, inſtead of chalk, for I 
have met with nothing but diſagreeables from 
every quarter. Sir, (at laſt, ſaid Captain 
Downing, in a very grave tone of voice) 
your diſagreeables very poſſibly originate in 
your own miſconduct, Eh! faid Frank, 

I redden- 
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reddening:—miſcondudt! Yes, Sir, rejoin- 
ed Captain Downing, miſconduct! The 
duped: world, and I and my wife as part of 
that world, have been ſeduced by the ſhade of 
virtue, the phantom of merit, and the' de- 
deceitful intereſt of a fine figure, into an un- 
exampled conviction of believing you the firſt 
ereature under the ſun. Captain Junkett, 
you have baſely deceived: us! Baſely | ut- 
tered Frank, ſcarcely able to reſtrain his in- 
dignation. 

Mrs. Downing then, in a tone of ſenſibi- 
lity, ſaid, I would even put up with the diſ- 
honour you have caſt upon me, the wife of 
your ſtauncheſt friend, if the cruel act that 
accompanied it was not more intereſting to 
humanity. For Heaven's ſake, turning to 
her with a ſolicitous eagerneſs, relieve, re- 
lieve me, ſaid Frank. 

There is juſt now, replied Mrs. Down- 
ing; up ſtairs, a young and amiable victim 
of your barbarity. Her beauty 1s tranſcen- 

dent, 
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dent, her fituation awfully intereſting, and 
her ſtory oppreſſive. She has wandered 
hither, poor creature, Heaven knows whence! 
and after the fad narrative of her being infa- 
mouſly* undone, and deſerted by you, her 
ſpirits were quite exhauſted, and it was 


with the utmoſt difficulty we brought her 


to life again. On her reſuming a little 
more ſtrength, ſhe deſired to know, whe- 
ther ſhe was in your apartment or not: hear- 
ing that ſhe was, Molly, having firſt intro- 


duced her thither on account of her enquiry . 


after you, ſhe begged to be ſuffered to in- 


dulge a moment's drowſineſs ſhe felt coming 


upon her. We withdrew, and in a few mi- 
nutes after, I gently re-opened the door, and 
ſaw that a ſound fleep had. overtaken her. 
Neither Captain Downing nor myſelf have 
ſince been with her: and after the hearing of 
ſuch a ſtory, and the ſight of the object, you 
cannot, Sir, blame us for our deportment to 
you. 


Frank, 


n 
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Frank, ſtarting up, was making to the 
door, when Captain D. called out — Not 
ſo faſt, Sir: your violence renders you, at 
this moment, unfit to ſee any lady. I will 
ſee her, ſaid Frank, ſtamping ; and, pulling 
the door after him, flew up ſtairs: while 
Downing and his lady, who had been almoſt 
ſuffocated with reſtraint, inſtantly indulp ed 
themſelves, and loudly enjoyed the farce they 
had ſo admirably performed, | 


CHAP, 
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CHAP, XXX. 


AN ELEGANT PARTY, AND THE GOOD NEWS OF 
THE LAST CHAPTER EXPLAINED. 


5 HE party that Lady Stanly had pre- 

pared for Miſs Pickle's reception was 
extremely numerous; and little had ſhe 
thought, that ever ſince her arrival in town, 
Lady Stanly had made it her buſineſs to col- 
leR together all the beauty of London, while 
Sir William was equally alert in afſembling 
the collected wit of his own ſex. The whole 
night was one continued ſcene of that refined 
ſpecies of pleaſure, which ſelectors like them 
only could procure for a viſitor, whom they 
had often ſeen in her infancy, and ſo often 
heard ſpoken of afterwards, as an honour to 
that kind of virtue which has nothing to do 
with ſemblances. It was well known to Sir 


Sir William, that ſhe owed all theſe unaf- 
fected 


f. 


FO Is EE . l ĩ ß 


LITTLE PICKLE, 149 


fected accompliſhments to the early attentions 
of the incomparable Mrs. Keen; and that ſhe 
had for no other reaſon refuſed them her com- 
pany that evening, but that her heavenly pu- 
pil might ſhine by her own light. Not one 
of her own ſex had the courage or inclination 
of making a diſreſpectful alluſion to her; for 
her youthful candour forbade it; and there 
was not a title in the rooms who returned 
home with an eaſy heart, after having been 
witneſſes, for many hours, to ſtrong under- 
ſtanding, humour, wit, facetiouſneſs, be- 
nignity, and all thoſe refined and exalted by 
the graceful beauty of a girl of ſixteen, 
Little Pickle had kept her ſpirits up fo 
long, (as, rivetted by her attractions, not one 
of the party, male or female, ſcemed to think of 
departing) that Lady Stanly, drawing her aſide, 
and embracing her, ſaid - My ſweet girl, it is 
now morning: I much fear the conſequences of 
your ſtaying ſo long up; you are not accuſtomed 


to theſe revels, and your dear ſp rits muſt be 
K exhauſted. 
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exhauſted, Will you withdraw? Yes, my 
dear Lady Stanly, faid Winny ; but that muſt 
be to my own home: you'll therefore be good 
enough to order your chair where I ſhall di- 
rect. I will not offer one word of counſel, 
my ſenſible girl, for I do really think you are 
impregnable: but I ſhall hear from you at as 
early an hour as you can. Lady Stanly, ſaid 
Little Pickle, (preſſing her ladyſhip's hand 
to her lips with the moſt affecting ſimplicity) 
when you next hear from me, which will not 
be very long, I ſhall, perhaps, be ſtill more 
deſerving of your eſteem, They killed, and 
took leave; and in a few minutes ſhe was ſet 
down within Mrs. Landau's hall. 


CHAP, 
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C HAP. XXXI. 


EXPLANATION OF THE GOOD NEWS, 
* 


EN NV, who had her cue, had been 
up all night; for her miſtreſs had given 
her to underſtand, that her coming there 
might be at the moſt unexpected moment. 
Every thing was, however, carefully pre- 
pared; for Jenny loved her young miſtreſs as 
ſhe loved her own heart; and on Miſs Pic- 
kle's withdrawing for a ſhort time to her 
bed-room, ſhe deſired ſhe might be wakened 
at the moment of Mrs. Keen's arrival. 

By this time poor Frank's heart was alittle 
eaſter. Never did a man venture ſo fearfully, 
on the moſt alarming emergency, as he did to 
open the door of his apartment. He has 
often ſince mentioned, that he had never ex- 


perienced what fear could poſſibly be, if it 
was not ſomething like that which he then 
telt. 
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I leave my reader to judge what turn his 
blood muſt have taken, when, on his en- 
trance, he not only ſaw, but heard, his old 
friend Mrs. Margaret, naſally enjoying one 
of thoſe untroubled ſlumbers, which nothing 
but the ignorance of the cares of the world 
can beſtow, Every ſtep he made towards 
her brought him to a recollection of his 
friends” jeſt ; and at laſt, drawing a chair be- 
twixt old Peg and the door, he placed himſelf 
quietly beſide her; and raiſing her head, 
could think of no other way of effectually 
rouſing her, than by adminiſtering. to her a 
drop or two from her own bottle, which he 
ſaw ſticking in a corner of the eaſy- chair. 

The moment her favourite cordial had 
warmed her old lips, ſhe calmly opened her 
eyes, and fixing them on young Junkett—— 
How could you, Franky, faid ſhe, with the 
utmoſt compoſure, how could you keep me 
here ſo long waiting for you? As I ama 
woman, I have been here weiting for you 

theſe 
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theſe twenty minutes and more: and if you 
had but known what brought me here—ah, 
Franky, you would have left all the fine la- 
dies in London for your old friend Mrs. 
Margaret. But, my dear Mrs. Margaret, 
ſaid Captain Junkett, you ſhould have let me 
known when you meant to come. Aye, aye, 
Franky, that's like you young folks; you 
think that a ſecret may be managed like other 
buſineſs. Secret! what ſecret, Mrs. Mar- 
garet? Huſh! you young fool you: get 
along to that there door, and ſee that nobody 
is liſtening. I don't like theſe powdered 
-jackanapes, and theſe Molly come-tumble- 
ups, who placed me here: they ha' done no- 
thing but open the door and peep in cver 


ſince I came. Ah, nobody dares take that 


liberty in the houſe of my young Madam. 
Well, Franky, is all ſafe? All is well, my 
dear Mrs. Margaret: be quick with the ſe- 
cret, for there is company waiting for me 
down ſtairs. By reaſons ſuch as theſe, he at 
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laſt got the better of the irkſomeneſs of her 
delays; and after a very particular and accu- 
rate retroſpection into her reading his fortune 
in the dregs of the tea-cup, previous to his 
departure from Skipton, by way of proving 
that ſhe never told a lye in her life, ſhe gave 
him ſo circumſtantial an account, not only of 
the cloſet ſcene betwixt Mrs. Keen and Miſs 
Pickle, but of every expreſſion, nay, every 
word, that ſhe had made it her buſineſs to 
pick up for Frank's ſake. 

The recital appeared fo very genuine, and 
her intrepidity of coming into his very apart- 


ment, was attended with ſo much affectionate 


ſincerity, that Frank ſcarcely knew how to 
make her old heart feel how much he thought 
himſelf indebted to her care. It was eaſy, 
however, for ſuch addreſs as his, ſo well ac- 
quainted as he was with the human heart, to 
finiſh the converſation to her ſatisfaction ; 
adding, that as long as he was unfurniſhed 
with lodgings, he would not trouble her to 

trudge 
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trudge ſo far another time, but that the mo- 
ment he got apartments of his own, which 
would be as ſoon as he could, he would not 
forgive her, if ſhe did not regularly call on 
him, and even gave her a hint, that he would 
be obliged to her, the next time he called at 
Mrs. Manners”, if ſhe could, ſome how or 
bother, enquire after a lodging for him. 

As it then began to be a little too late, even 
for old Peg herſelf, ſhe ſuddenly aroſe, and 
not waiting for en invitation, graſped a hard 
hold of young Junkett's arm. He led her 
down with ail the gallantry imaginable, and 
as he was confident, by the ruſtling he heard, 
that all the eyes in the houſe were in ambuſ- 
cade to fee him eſcort his lady to the door, he 
laviſhed upon her all the tender expreſſions 
he would have beſtowed on a girl of eighteen, 
which our old girl looked upon as goſpel; and 
taking a hat he found hanging in the hall, ſaw 
the happy old creature into a hackney-coach; 
and, after giving particular injunctions to the 

K 4 coach- 


_m_ 


156 THE EXPEDITION OF 


coachman relative to his charge, wiſhed her 
a good night. | 

With joy on his countenance, and a heart 
as light as air, he inſtantly flew back to his 
friends, where his gallant behaviour on ſeeing 
her home, as was ſuppoſed, had added to the 
former joke; but it gave them the ſincereſt 
Joy, when they underſtood from Frank, that 
what had given him ſuch exceſſive anguiſh, 
for a moment or two, only ſerved to enhance 


the only good news he had ever received fince 
he had had the uſe of reaſon. 


CHAP, 
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CHAP. XXXII 


RUMOUR OF OLD JONAS SUDDENLY RETURN- 
ING TO LONDON, FRANK TAKES LODGINGS 
BY THE DIRECTION OF MRS. MARGARET. 
THE EYE. 


ARLY in the morning, Mrs. Keen was 
not a little alarmed, by Sapho's maid 
quickly coming into her room, and telling her 
that a meſſenger from Mr. Jonas Junkett was 
Juſt arrived, with news that ſomething rela- 
tive to Miſs Pickle's aftairs, which could be 
tranſacted by nobody but himſelf, demanded 
his immediate return to town. Mrs. Keen 
loſt not a minute in flying to Miſs Pickle, 
knowing by this time that ſhe muſt have been 
in Mancheſter Street. 
Old Peggy, as ſoon as ever ſhe roſe, en- 
quired of Mr. Patrick Proper, whether he 
knew of any decent lodging for a gentleman 
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of her acquaintance. After ſome flippancies 
of the coxcomb, Madge, who was not in a 
humour for joking on the ſubject, bethought 
herſelf of her bottle, without which ſhe found 
ſhe could do nothing with Mr. Proper, by 
this means ſhe very ſoon got the information 
ſhe wanted; and which ſhe might have had 
at the firſt hand, had Jenny been there, 
Leaving bim, ſhe then went to goſſip with 
the old porter, for the purpoſe of watching 
Frank's arrival. The very firſt perſon the 
door was opened to was Captain Junkett, 
whom Peg unceremoniouſly acquainted, after 
pulling him aſide by the button, with the di- 
rection to a lodging in Mancheſter Street. 
The captain, whom ſhe was delighted to ſee 
in good ſpirits, ſqueezed her old hand, thank- 
ed her heartily, and did not loſe a moment 
to repair to the addreſs, 

A cook-maid, whom Mrs. Jenny had hired 
for the time they were to ſtay in Mancheſter 
Street, opened the door to him; and on his 


ſignify- 
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ſignifying his deſire to ſee their firſt-floor, ſhe 
begged him to ſtep in for a minute to the 
parlour, while ſhe might go and call her 
young miſtreſs; the character of whom, by 
the bye, had been agreed upon to be ſupported 
by Mrs. Jenny. The bargain was ſtruck in 
a few minutes; and throwing down ſome 
books he had in his pocket, upon one of the 
tables, he requeſted the favour that the linen 
and rooms might be inſtantly aired, for that 
he meant to ſend a trunk or two in the courſe 
of an hour, and that he ſhould be there him- 
ſelf very ſoon after them. 

Frank was upon this occaſton particularly 
eager, as he had met his uncle's meſſenger at 
the door of Mrs. Manners, and knew that 
the old gentleman would have been very ſe- 
vere with him, had he known him to have 
been one hour in London without regular 
lodgings. He therefore requeſted Mrs. 
Jenny (under the name of Miſs Landau) to 
be fo good as inform any body who might en- 
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quire after him, that he had lodged there ever 
ſince he had been in town. After which, he 
went to thank Mrs. and Captain Downing; 
and Mrs. Jenny flew up ſtairs to her miſtreſs 
and Mrs. Keen with news of the ſucceſs of 
the firſt part of their ſtratagem. And was it 
he? faid Little Pickle, very rapidly: how did 
he look? was he in ſpirits? When did he 
ſay he would come? He only left, Madam, 
on the table a few books, which he had in his 
pockets, with a ſhort ſword, and a parcel of 
papers tyed up with a ribbon, Mrs. Keen 
was going to ſay ſomething, but Little Pic- 
kle rapidly repeating—Has he, has he: — fle 
down to his room, to ſee what were the books 
he had left. As ſhe was now alone, ſhe 
availed herfelf of the opportunity, and preſſ- 
ing each individual book to her lips, raptur- 
ouſly ſaid -O may thy godlike owner be con- 
ſcious of the purity of my intentions, and re- 
pay my virtuous purpoſes with a love as ſin- 
cere as mine. 


She 
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She was again raifing to her lips one of the 
ſmalleſt of the books, (Andrew Marvell's 
poems) when, obſerving on a blank leaf ſome 
lines written with a pencil, in which was her 
own chriſtian name, ſhe flew up ſtairs like 
lightning to Mrs. Keen, as her agitation was 
ſo great, that ſhe herſelf could not read them. 

The title ran thus : 


ON BEING REQUESTED BY MY FRIEND DOWNING 
TO TELL HIM WHAT I SHOULD SAY, WERE I 
TO ADDRESS THE—EYES; WHICH, FROM 
LADY STANLY'S BOX, DREW THE ATTENTION 
OF THE WHOLE HOUSE. 


TO THE SWEETEST EYE UNDER HEAVEN, 


MILD as the morning ſtar, and bright 
As that which chears the face of night; 
Pure as the drop of new-fall'n dew, 
Serener than cerulean blue; 

Soft as the dawning of young May, 

Or opening April's ſhow'ry ray; 
Irradiating as the ſun, 

When floods of glory from him run, 

Is that beauteous orb I trace 

In the clear heav'n of thy dear face. 

O never, 
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O never, Winny, let it be 

A planet that may ſtray from me, 
Nor, with the fire of high diſdain, 

Blaze like a comet on thy ſwain; 

Let no eclipſe of ſorrow part 

Its genial beam from this poor heart, 

But *mong the fix'd ſtars let it prove 

Almoſt as conſtant as my love. 


However Little Pickle may have wonder- 
ed, my reader will be the leſs aſtoniſhed at 
the richneſs, beauty, and ſentiment of this 
effuſion, as it had been the reſult of the rap- 
turous meditations of the ſweeteſt night he 
had ever paſſed, in conſequence of old Mar- 
garet's viſit, 


CHAP 
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CHAP, XXXIII. 


MRS. KEEN'S NOTE TO OLD JONAS, UNDER THE 
NAME OF MRS. LANDAU. HE GOES TO HER 
HOUSE. 


8 Jenny had given Mrs. Keen to under- 

ſtand the requeſt that Captain Junkett 

had made, of being ſuppoſed to have lodged a 

fortnight, or thereabouts, at their houſe, ſhe 

inſtantly made uſe of the circumſtance, and 

wrote to Mr. Jonas Junkett, directed to the 
houſe of Mrs. Manners, the following note: 


&« Mrs. Landau preſents her compliments 
to Mr. Jonas Junkett, and looks upon it as a 
duty incumbent upon her, in the ſituation 
ſhe is in, to apprize him the very firſt mo- 
ment of his arrival of an affair, which very 
nearly concerns him as a man of opulence and 
intereſt, Mrs. Landau would have made it 

her 
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her buſineſs to have waited on Mr. Junkett in 
Yorkſhire, had ſhe known whitker to have 
directed her courſe : but ſhe looks on thewir- 
cumſtance of Mr. Jonas now coming to town 
as one of the luckieſt events. She has the 
honour to inform him, that ſhe has for ſome . 
time Jodged a relative of his; and that it is, 
at this moment, in Mr. Jonas Junkett's 
power to form a laſting connection with ſome 
of the firſt monied intereſts of the kingdom. 
« Mrs. Landau has only to requeſt Mr. 
Junkett, that he be cautious on the occaſion, 
as the honour of one of the firſt heireſs's of 
the three kingdoms is eſſentially intereſted in 


| the determination that Mr, Jonas Junkett 


may happen to make. - 
« As Mrs. Landau muſt leave town for a 


' fortnight, ſhe begs that Mr. Junkett may 


call upon her before dinner. 

« Mrs, Landau further begs, that on his 
calling, he may ſend up to her any feigned 
name he chuſes; ſuch as Mr. Granby, and 

| ſhe 
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ſhe will thereby know the buſineſs the is 


called upon.“ 


* 
The note had not been ſent a quarter of an 


hour before a gentle rat- tat was heard at the 


door. Mrs. Jenny, or rather Miſs Landau, 
had been thoroughly inſtructed by Mrs. Keen 
in every thing ſhe was to do, in caſe the old 
gentleman queſtioned her, She opened the 


door with all the ſolemnity of a young lady 


whoſe buſineſs it is not to open the door: ſhe 
was dreſſed in a manner that beſpoke conh- 
dence from him in favour of the houſe. Old 
Jonas, bending half in, aſked Jenny if he 
was right? Jenny, affecting a ſmile, faid— 
Really, Sir, I do not know how you can be 
wrong, if you want any thing here. Pho, 
pho, my dear, you know I was to call before 
dinner. Certainly, Sir, you muſt miſtake 
the houſe, ſaid Jenny, very gravely, The 
fact was, that old Jonas was ſo taken up with 


the buſineſs, that he had forgot the name of 
L the 
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che very lady he was to call on. Stay, ſtay, 
my dear, faid he, [by this time he had flipped 
into the paſſagg] I believe I have been a lit- 
tle abſent: I, I, I muſt have her name in my 
pocket, All this while he was fumbling in 
his pockets, and pulling out, at laſt, a piece 
of rumpled paper—O, here it is, here it is; 
and then putting his ſpectacles on to read, 
(while Mifs Pickle and Mrs. Keen were en- 
joying the old man's eagerneſs, at the turning 
of the ſtair-caſe)— Ah, faid he at laſt, Mrs. 
Landau! O, Sir, ſaid Jenny, I am ſorry 
you did not recollect, for I am vexed to 
have thus kept you waiting. O, my dear, 
the fault is all on my fide. Pray, Sir, may I 
aſk, is your name Granby? Yes, yes, yes, 
my dear, Then, Sir, if you will do my aunt 
ihe honour of ſtepping in here, ſhe ſhall wait 
upon you immediately. She then ſhewed him 
into an elegantly furniſhed back parlour, and 
ran up ſtairs, almoſt fainting, from the trial 
ſne had gone through, 


- CHAP, 
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CHAP. XXXIV. 


CURIOUS INTERVIEW BETWIXT OLD JONAS AND 
LITTLE PICKLE. 


* 


HE moment old Junkett had got by 

himſelf in the parlour, clapping his two 
hands in the two pockets of his coat, he held 
to himſelf the following dialogue: I Was rather 
frightened to run the riſk; for if Frank lodges 


here, who knows what plot the young dog 
may have been tempted to frame again{t me: j 
but I obſerved a great deal in the giri; that 
gave me courage. Who knows but the = 
young dog has run away with the heart of an | 


old ducheſs or counteſs? Or who knows but 
I may come in for the management of their 
eſtates? If I can get but a ſight of the old 
woman myſelf, I ſhall ſoon ſee through her. 
While he was thus communing with himſelf, 
and walking as rapidly as he could round the 
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room, Mifs Pickle, whoſe judgment direct- 
ed her not entirely to truſt the ſcheme, upon 
which her happineſs depended, either to Jenny 
or to Mrs. Keen, had ſo dreſſed up her head, 
and had muffled herſelf in ſuch a manner in a 
morning dreſs, that even Frank would have 
found it difficult to have recognized her, 

She came down in this apparel with a fal- 
ver of chocolate, and on her opening the 
door, what ſhould ſhe ſee but her old guardy, 
with his back turned towards her, both his 
hands ſtill in his coat pockets, and ſhaking 
his old limbs to the tune of ſome rich thought - 
he had formed. As my reader may be deſir- 

ous of knowing ſomething more of the perſon 
of old Jonas, particularly as he, in this very 
chapter, is about to commence a beau gar gon, 
and make love, I think this place as proper 
as any to gratify his wiſh. The old gentle- 
man was, at this moment, in the ſame ſort of 
habiliment, that he had worn 50 years before, 
and were he to laſt fifty more, he would 

4 : | never 
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never change it. A coat of a pale ſnuff-co- 
lour had ever been his favourite choice, but 
it was ſo made, that the ſleeves, without be- 
ing ſlit, were wide enough to hold ſome do- 
zen rolls of parchment, with which they were 
generally ſtuffed: there was no cape to it, 
for that would have been loſs of cloth and ad- 
ditional expence in the making, beſides the 
inconveniency of hiding a few black- grey 
hairs, which curled into each other on the 
nape of his neck, in a lock of about the ſize 
of a nut; which lock he would not have con- 
cealed for the world, as he was once or twice 
informed that it added greatly to the ſolemnity 
of his countenance when he tranſacted bufi- 
neſs: the want of the cape was amply made 
up by the roomings of the coat itſelf, the rea- 
ſon of which was, (not that he was an atom 
more corpulent than a ferret) the quantity of 
ſpace he had to move in hindered friction, 
and conſequently the coat laſted longer. It 
was ornamented with twelve or fourteen but- 
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tons, of a dingy braſs, which he had at diffe- 
rent times bought up in old nail ſhops; the 


lowermoſt of which, as well as the upper- 


moſt, were perpetually in uſe: they were 
ſcattered at long intervals down to his knees, 
where a pair of ſtockings, of the ſelf-ſame - 
colour as his coat, had enough to do to meet 
the breeches, which in .their turn could but 
barely touch the ſtockings, His ſhoes were 
completely ſquare, that is, the heels were as 


Mat as the toes; and the buckles he wore were 


a threepenny pair, 'which he had given him 
when he fi:{t went to a country ſchool, fo 
early did he form a notion of œcomy, and 
ſo conſtant was he in his attachments. This 
was his appearance at Little Pickle's entrance, 
He did not hear her till ſhe feigned a cough : 
on his turning round, at the appearance of ſo 
delicate a young lady, his confuſion was not 
a little ſingular. Sir, ſaid Little Pickle, in 
her bewitching manner, my mama, hearing 
that it is Mr, Granby who waits for her, is 

under 
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under an injunction of immediately, before 
ſhe has the honour of ſeeing you, communi- 
cating to the lady in queſtion, that you are 
arrived, and that ſhe is upon the point of 
commencing the buſineſs with you. Mean- 
while, Sir, will you amuſe yourſelf with a 
cup of chocolate? I myſelf, you ſee, have 
brought down mine to keep you company. 


Madam, Miſs, faid old junkett, you over- 


power me. I, I, I have come out without 
hardly breakfaſting, ſo I ſhall be doubly gra- 
_ tified with a cup of chocolate and your fair 


company to reliſh it. She gracefully handed 


him the chocolate, and ſeating herſelf down 
by his ſide, in ſuch a manner that the borders 
of her cap rendered it impoſſible for him to 
ſee any thing more of her countenance than 
the bare ſhadaw of her profile, ſhe, by an 
eaſy familiarity, gave him an opportunity of 
putting what queſtions he thought proper, 
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CHAP, XXXV. 


THE AFFAIR SETTLED; WITH THE CONDITION 
CF OLD JONAS, 


TYNXON'T you think, Miſs, ſaid the old 

man, that my nephew is a very grace- 
lefs bird? Why, to-be fure, replied Pickle, 
with the utmoſt gravity, he has every accom- 
pliſhment that can lead a youth aſtray, and 
ſeduce a poor girl. Aye, aye, (ſaid old Jo- 
nas, chuckling, aſide) I ſhall get every thing 
out of this young thing. So you don't like 
theſe young fellows, Miſs Landau? Sir, I 
am not entitled to make any choice; but if I 
dared make one, an elderly ſedate gentleman 
for 'my money. Old Junkett, puſhing his 
chair a little gently back, and examining her 
as ſhe fat, ſaid within himſelf, ſhe is an ex- 
ceeding pretty puſs: ſo then, ſaid he, draw- 


ing 
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ing nearer again, you never intend marrying? 
Never, faid Little Pickle, till I meet with a 
man whoſe knowledge of the world, whoſe 
eſtates, whoſe gravity and ſagacity, can aſſure 
me of happineſs. O, by all I poſſeſs, faid old 
Jonas to himſelf, the wench knows me, and 
is dying in love for me. Who knows but L 
may put this coxcomb's (Frank) noſe out of 
joint with a ſon and heir? While he was 
thus careſſing his own thoughts, Miſs Pickle, 
who had been ſome time ſilent, turning 
round to him with great affability, begged to 
know if he would have any more chocolate. 
I have had enough of chocolate, faid old Jun- 
kett; but can never have enough of your 
company. Then, Sir, you muſt confirm me 
by your aſſiduities in the opinion I have form- 
ed of you. I hear my mama coming, and 
therefore reſpectfully take my leave till a fu- 
ture opportunity, 

Mrs. Keen was previouſly acquainted with 
every thing that Miſs Pickle was to ſay, and 
on 
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on entering the room thanked her daughter 


for ſo long ſupplying her place. 


She then repeated the purport of the note 
ſhe had ſent him; and, for various other rea- 
ſons which ſhe had to urge, ſolicited an im- 


mediate anſwer. The propoſal was fo ex- 


ceedingly reliſhed by the old man, that, after 
a few moment's conſideration, he agreed to 
every thing, and ſigned a full and free con- 
ſent to the marriage of his nephew with the lady 
propoſed to him by Mrs. Landau, with one only 
condition——that he might be permitted, 
after the nuptials of his nephew were cele- 
brated, to pay his devoirs to the young lady 


who had lately left the room, and who had 


given him ſome reaſon to believe they would 
not be diſregarded. Mrs. Landau not only 
agreed to the condition, but aſſured him, that 
that young lady, though her daughter, had 
a fortune left to her by the death of a re- 
lation, which in a ſhort time would, if ma- 


naged 
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naged well, be an immenſe one. This laſt 
obſervation clenched the buſineſs, and, with 
the moſt determined reſolution of immedi- 
ately marrying her, he took a reſpectful leave, 
while Jenny was in waiting to conduct the 
joyful old man to the door. 
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CHAP, XXXVI. 


FRANK MEETS HIS OLD UNCLE; AND RECEIVES 

© LITTLE PACKLE'S LETTER. 

- ” 

HILE Mrs. Keen had been tranſact- 
| ing buſineſs with old Junkett, Little 
Pickle was employed in the critical compoſi- 
tion of a letter, ſuppoſed to come from the 
lady mentioned by Mrs. Keen to old Jonas, 


and which ſhe meant ſhould be immediatel J 


econvyeyed to the hands of Frank. 


Meanwhile, on his return to his lodgings, 
whom ſhould he meet but his uncle, not fifty 
paces from Mrs. Landau's, After a ſhort dia- 
logue in old Junkett's way, he gave his ne- 
phew to underſtand that he had been juſt ſet- 
fling a piece of buſineſs relative to his wel- 
fare, and that his marriage with a faſhionable 


woman of immenſe property was agreed to 


by him, and ſigned and ſettled at Mrs. Lan- 


dau's, 
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dau's, who, on his return, would apprize 
him of particulars. 

Old Junkett, after giving Frank this com- 
fortable doſe, was ſo much taken up with the 
thoughts of his own marriage, that, forget- 
ting many things he intended reproaching his 
nephew with during his abſence, he only had 
the patience to tell him, that his affair with 
Sapho was all nonſenſe; that if he refuſed the 
preſent good fortune that was laid before him, 
he would diſown him for ever: and, ſaid he, 
in a whiſpering tone, none of your nonſenſe 
with the ladies of the houſe where you lodge; 
they are people of character; they won't put 
up with your ſtuff; ſo good by, and ſee you 
attend to Mrs. Landau. 

As Frank was approaching the door of his 
lodging, he began to think it was downright 
madneſs to make himſelf the leaſt uneaſy at 
the inconſiſtencies of a dotard, whom every 
puff of intereſt could blow to any point of 
the compaſs. He therefore entered his lodg- 


ing 
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ihg with a determination of ſooner giving up 
every. thing in the world that he might expect 
from his uncle, than reſign one atom of his 

love to Miſs Pickle. 

While Capt. Junkett was amuſing himſelf 
with taking his books out of his trunks, Mrs. 
Jenny entered his room with a letter, and, 
withdrawing, faid it had been left for him. 
Seeing the ſuperſcription in a female hand, he 
immediately began to ſuſpe* that this was the 
firſt copſequence of fome folly of his uncle. 
On breaking it open, he found no name, but 
read the following words: 

« J will make allowance, Sir, for whatever 
degree of aſtoniſhment you may experience 
on the rece tion of an anonymous letter, the 
very firſt day of your being ina new lodging. 
But, Sir, your aſtoniſhment ſhould have been 
over before now, had I ever had fo favourable 
an opportunity of conve\ing my ſentiments 
to you. I am all candour, Sir, and expect to 
be rep aid in the ſame coin. I am confidently 
I aſſured 
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aſſured of the whole of your character, and 
confeſs I love it. I have for ſome time paſt 
been no ſtranger to your perſon, and I like it; 
I am not old myſelf, as I know you are not; 
my fortune is a very unwieldy one, in the 
hands of a ſingle woman; I ſhould therefore 
wiſh to throw it into yours, as I ſhall be then 
certain of having put it out to the beſt in- 
tereſt. 

« ] muſt, however, mention one dread I 
<-have : I have heard of a Saphe Manner, who 
boaſts, in the eye of the world, a more than 
common ſhare of your aſſiduities. Now, Sir, 
though I frankly own, that you are more 
dear to me than myſelf, yet I demand no ſa- 
erifice, but would endeavour to win your 
heart by deſerving it. 

«I have ſo arranged matters, that Mrs. 
Landau has opened the ſubject to your uncle; 


who, ſatisfied of the mutual advantages at- 
tending the union, has left a formal and free 
conſent in the hands of Mrs. Landau, with a 

| yerbal 


verbal promiſe that the lady in queſtion, and 
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Francis Junkett his nephew, might -and 
ſhould meet in the facred bonds of matri- 
mony. Fn | | 


“ But, Sir, the perſon who now writes to 


you, ſhudders at the idea of force; and there- 


fore only requeſts, as an anfwer to this, that 


you will fend Mrs. Landau a few lines, which 
ſhe has ſome hopes you will not refuſe, if you 


recollect how much it muſt have coſt her to 


have ſent theſe to you,” 


C HAP. 
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CHAP. XXXVIL 


FRANK'S ANSWER TO THE ANONYMOUS LETTER; 


AVING peruſed this extraordinary 
letter— There is an openneſs, ſaid 
Frank; there is an honeſt heart in it, which 
I cannot help admiring, whatever the perſon 
herſelf may be, and it is my duty, as a gentle- 
man, immediately to anſwer it. He then 
wrote theſe few lines. | 


c J was not fo much aftoniſhed, Madam, 
at your letter, as you imagined. Before I was 
honoured with it, I had been met by my un- 
cle, warm from the buſineſs, who denounced 
penury and dereliction againſt me, ſhould I 
not inſtantly yield to the affent he had unfeel- 
ingly given. « To your excellent judgment, 
then, Madam, I ſubmit this anſwer : 

« Through your means Fortune unlocks 
her ſources to me, I myſelf am a poor de- 

M pendant 
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verbal promiſe that the lady in queſtion, and 
Francis Junkett his nephew, might and 
ſhould meet in the ſacred bonds of matri- 
mony. 
« But, Sir, the perſon who now writes to 
you, ſhudders at the idea of force; and there- 
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fore only requeſts, as an anſwer to this, that 
you will ſend Mrs. Landau a few lines, which 
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ſhe has ſome hopes you will not refuſe, if you 
recollect how much it muſt have coſt her to 
have ſent theſe to you,” 
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CHAP. XXXVIL 


FRASNK'S ANSWFR TO THE ANONYMOUS LETTER; 


AVING peruſed this extraordinary 
letter— There is an openneſs, faid 
Frank; there is an honeſt heart in it, which 
I cannot help admiring, whatever the perſon 
herſelf may be, and it is my duty, as a gentle- 
man, immediately to anſwer it, He then 
wrote theſe few lines. 


« J was not fo much aftoniſhed, Madam, 
at your letter, as you imagined. Before I was 
honoured with it, I had been met by my un- 
cle, warm from the buſineſs, who denounced 
penury and dereliction againſt me, ſhould I 
not inſtantly yield to the aſſent he had unfeel- 
ingly given. To your excellent judgment, 
then, Madam, I ſubmit this anſwer : 

* Through your means Fortune unlocks 
her ſources to me, I myſelf am a poor de- 

M pendant 
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pendant on the precarious will of a teſty old 
man, who may leave me in one minute to ſtarve 
on the miſerable pittance of a lieutenant's 
pay; but, Madam, conſiderations of this kind 
are like empty air to me: for Reaſon had 
ſcarcely dawned on me, when my heart knew 
love; this love, inſtead of evaporating by ab- 
ſence, dangers, diſtance, and ſociety with 
ſome of the faireſt women of the two worlds, 
has daily increaſed ; and though the object on 
whom it was originally fixed muſt irretrieva- 
bly become the prize of another, I would ra- 
ther live on the bare idea of her perfections 
and charms, than enjoy every other ſubſtance 
and blefling this world can give. 

« I gratefully feel the honour of your of- 
fer, though it never can be accepted; and I 
truſt I ſhall ſoon hear the ideal happineſs you 


fancied in me, realized in another, every way 
more worthy of you.“ 


When Keen had read this anſwer for 
Mifs Pickle, ſhe had not even the power of 
I | holding 
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holding the paper. Such unexampled con- 
ſtancy, ſaid Winny, deſerves every thing I 
have done for him; and, my dear Keen, I. 
ſincerely beg of you not to keep him any 
longer in this cruel ſuſpence, but let him in- 
ſtantly know the reſults of our good fortunes. 
It ſhall be ſo, my deareſt girl, for I think that 
love cannot be real which can enjoy the ſuf- 
ferings of the object loved, where there is any 
poſſibility of ending or averting them. Go, 
therefore, my love, and put on your uſual 
dreſs, as dinner is almoſt ready; and as I un- 
derſtand, from Jenny, that the captain has 
ordered a beef-ſtake at home, I will beg the 
honour of his company to dine with us. You 
ſhall, in the mean time, be ready in the ad- 
Joining room, (after I ſhall have given him 
ſome hints of his happineſs). to meet him 
when I ſhall find it convenient to introduce 
him, 


Ma RAR 
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CHAP. xxxvm. 


COMPLETION OF THE HOPES, AND CONFIRMA- 
TION OF THE HAPPINESS, OF LITTLE PICKLE 
AND LIEUTENANT JUNKETT. 


- 


"NAPTAIN Junkett accepted the invita- 

tion of Mrs. Landau (as he believed 

Mrs, Keen to be) with alacrity ; for he, by 

ſuch an opportunity, expected to have her on his 

fide of the queſtion, in caſe his uncle ſhould 

make the matter more ſerious than might be 
comfortable to him, 

When dinner was ready, as Frank had yet 
ſeen no one in the houſe but Mrs. Jenny, he 
was ſhewn by her into the room, where Mrs. 
Keen was waiting for him. After he had 
been ſome time ſeated, he contrived to intro- 
duce the ſubject of the unknown lady, and 
ſeemed extremely urgent that Mrs. Landau 
would not lend her aſſiſtance in any ſhape to 
| a con- 
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a connection, which, in Ng ſenſe, would 
be ruinous to him. 

Mrs. Keen avoided entering into the ſub- 
ject, but turned it to the common topicks of 
the day. During their converſation, ſhe fre- 
quently caught his eye ſtarting from her; and, 
willing to apologize for an act which ſhe muſt 
have looked upon as a trait of ill manners, he 
faid to her, I am confident, Madam, that I 
have ſomewhere had the pleaſure of ſeeing 
you. Pray, Madam, have you ever been in 
Yorkſhire? Yes, Sir, for a very conſiderable 
part of my life. Mrs. Landau! then faid he, 
recollecting himſelf; I do not remember that 
name, but I am certain I remember the face, 
Do you, indeed? faid Mrs, Keen, ſmil- 
ing. Then, Sir, ſince you are ſo good a 
phyſiognomiſt, pray, whoſe face is this ?— 
(taking out of her pocket a miniature, ſet in 
brilliants. Frank trembled, laid down 
his knife and fork, changed twenty colours in 
a ſecond, and, heſitatingly ſtretching forth 

his 
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his hand, begged, in a voice ſcarcely ma- 
nageable, a more diſtinct view of it. Sir 
faid Mrs. Keen, holding it away from him— 
it was not intended that you ſhould have a 
ſight of it——but, (drawing her hand to- 
> wards him) that you ſhould poſſeſs it. 
Frank ſtared as if he had loſt the power of 
motion—— The poſlefion of THIS, Ma- 
dam !—and exclaimed All bounteous Hea- 
ven | 


Sir, (interrupted Mrs. Keen, 
who was now too much affected by his agi- 
tation) if you ſhould wiſh to compare it with 
the original, the lady, whoſe letter you ſo 
decidedly put aſide, is no bad likeneſs of it: then 
riſing from her ſeat, ſhe opened the door that led 
tothe adjoining room, and handed out the trem- 
bling, palpitated Winny, who approached a 
ſtep or two to the love-ſtruck ſtatue of Lieu- 
tenant Junkett, and, ſtretching her lovely 
arm towards him, was upon the point of 
ſwooning 
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ſwooning in the arms of Mrs. Keen, but her 
fall was broke, on the boſom of her lover. 

I leave the group to the eyes of my reader's 
imagination, who muſt not forget that the 
author may well be excuſed for want of ex- 
preſſion, when ſuch love, ſuch beauty, ſuch 
godlike qualifications, fuch conſtancy, are 
ſo providentially brought together, by means 
ſo unexpected and unforeſeen, Tears, ſobs, 
joy, congratulation, rapture, were all at once 
mingled in the lovers and in the friend's bo- 
ſom. Every fine feeling of the human heart 
was luxuriouſly regaled: a new kind of fear 
held them mute, leſt one word might break 
the enchantment. With a look of ineffable 
love, Little Pickle at laſt reſumed ſpirit enough 
to deliver to Frank her and her guardian's 
conſent. He gave a glance over the ſigna- 
ture, and falling on his knees, one of his 
hands claſping Winny's, the other Mrs. 
Keen's, he awfully ſaid — 


% May 
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May that Power, who has thus brought 
me, through difficulties and dangers, to this 
pinnacle of human happineſs, now teach me 
and direct me to employ the reſt of my life, 
and every atom of my ſoul and body, in re- 
paying ſuch magnanimity, ſuch e ſuch 
unheard of affection.“ 

Their marriage, and even the good will 
of old Jonas, completed their bliſs that very 


ene, 


